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Enter King Richard , Iohn of 
Gaunt , with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 



King Richard. 

lldclohn of 6W«#r, time honoured Lancafter, 
Haft thou according to thy oth and hand, 
Brou gilt hit her Henry Her ford thy> bold fon , 
Here to mak egood the boiftrous late appeal 
Which then our ldfu re wold lloti ef V&iTefrei 
Againft theDukeof Norfolke, Tho \ Mow. 

Gaunt. I haue my Liege. 

King. T ell me moreouer, haftthou founddd him 
If he appeale the Duke on aneicnt'malke’. 

Or worthily, as agood fubiedHliould, 

On feme knowne ground oft reach erie 1 ir> h im ? 

Gaunt i As n care as I could Lift him on' that argument. 
On fonie apparant danger fednein him, 

Aimde at your Highnelle; no inucterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our prefence f ade toface. 

And frowning brow to brow our fellies will heard 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpeake 
Hie ftomackt are they both, and full of ire, 

In rage, deafe as the lea, haftic as fire. 

Enter Kullingbroke , and Mint-bray. 



Hulling. Many yearesof happic'daics befall 
racious Soueraignc,mymoftlouine Lie 



Myg 



m 



Lieg 






A 



Mm, 



Mow. Each dayftill better others happineiTe, 
Vntill the Heauensenuying Earths good happen 
Adde in immortall title to your Crowne. 

King, We thanke you both ; yet one but flatters vs> 
As well appeareth by the caufe you come; 

Namely, to appeale each other of high trealbn. 
Coofin of Hereford, what d oft thou obied: 



Bui. Firft (heauen be the record to my fpeech) 

In the deuotion of a Subiedts lone, 

Tendring the precious fafetyof my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appeallant to this Princely prefence. 
Now.Thomas Mowbray, do 1 turneto thee 5 
And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake. 

My body fliall make good vpon this earth. 

Or my diuinefoule anlwere it. in heauen. 

Thou art aTraitour,and a mifereant ; 

Too good to befo, andtop bad toltue ; 

Since the more faire andchriflall is tlieskie., 

T he vglier feeme thedbuds that in it flie. 

Once more, themoFC to agraUate the note, 

With afoul* traitors name ftuft'el thythroate. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere Intone, 

What my tong fpeaks, my right drawncfwoid may prouc, 
Mew, Let not my cold wordshere acc ufe my zealc, 

T is not the triall of aAvomans warre. 

The bitter clamorof two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine : 

Theblood ishot thatmuft. becoold for this, 

Yet can I not of Inch tame patience boaft,- 
As to be hu (lit and nought.at, all to lay* 

Firft thefairercuerencc of your highnciTe curbs me, 
From giuing reynes andfpurs to my free (pcccli, 

Which elfc would poftyrjtili.it had returnd 
Thefe tearmes ©f treafon doubled downe his throat;. 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty : 

And let him be.no kinfman to my Liege^ , 




\ul. pale trembling Coward, thereXthrow my gag s 

bilclaimtng herethe kindred ofa king, 

And lay afide my high bloods royatae,.^ . 

Which fearc,notrcuerence makes *cc taexcept, 

‘Ifguiltie dread haue leltthee fo much ftrength, . 

As to takevp minehonorspawne>thenftoope . 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthood elle, 

Will I makegood againft theearmetoarme. 

What I haue fpoke, oxwhatthou canlt deuuc. 

Mm. I take it.vp,and by that Swprd I Swearc, 

Which gently.laid my Knighthood on my fhould*, 

He anfwere thee in any faire degree : 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly mail. 

And when I mount aliuc, aliue may I not light* 

If Xbetraitour.orvniuftly fight. . 

; png. What doth our Coofin lay taMowbraies charge 

It muft be great that can inherit vs, 

So much as ofa thought of ill in him. • . • 

Bui. Looke what l laid, my life (Hall prooueit true, 

That Mowbray hath receiud eight thoufand Nobles* 

In name of lendings, for your Highneife Souldiours : 

The which he hath detaindfor leawd unployments, 

; Like afalfeTraitour -and injurious Villainc, 

Befides I fay, and will in battaile prooue. 

Or heerc, orelfe where, tothe furrheft ^erge 
■'"That eucr wasfurueyed byEnglifti.eye, 

That all the treafons for thefe Eighteeneyear.es, 

• Complotted and contriued in this Land, 

, Fetcht from falfe Mowbray, their firft head and fpring : 

• A } " Eurdbfif 










the honourable Father to my ?foe, 

Sc did I lay an ambUfhfor yout lifc j 



Further I fay, and further wiU.mabtaine 
V pon his hadtifc to ttiake.alithis.ceod/ 

That he did plotte the Duke q>f Glofter, <Wt fine did I lay an anibum tor your »«rv 

Suggeft his foonebelectiingaduerianes ^ I te fpalTethatdwh v«xe^£ieuedfou: , 

And coniequently likeaTraitour Coward Ah ; butere 1 laft receiud the Sacrament, 

Sluc’te out his innocent fbulethmuch llr/i c idilconfeircitjandcsiaftly begd 

VVhich blood, Jiltelacriftaita^^^..;,./ me *of blo 0 yojf Graces pardon, and Ihopelhadtt, 

E U c„fron, t h c ,on 8 u«l ^C^±fl , iSh«W». ^ » 

Andby the gloriousworch of my difccnt, Accreattt andmaftdegcnera^lrait^ 5 

This arme (hall do it, . or this life be (pent vviichinmyfeltel bolalywiUdeknd, 

^^axssBsr. fssss ssaxsm 
aSssSSsSssssss^^ 

Till I hauet<Mthis (launder of his blood h haft whereof, moft hartily 

Welehemv > Brmiiel il,partiall t re0l i ECy<SaillIc; ' tcSi Ietspvrgethiechokcwithout letting bloud, 

Thi/wc'ptefctibc thoughnorhito,,, 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incfflon .• 
forget, forgiue-,conclude,an(Ibe agreed, i; : 

Our Dodors fay, this is no lUdnth to'bleed 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne-, 
WeelecalmethcDukeof Notfo/k£>yo\iyour fbnnb. 
Gaunt. Tobe a makepeace, (ball become my age ‘ 



' •"/ uiuiuw ;uay,inyKinguoitti 

A s he is but niy. fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe Lmakeavow, 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facred blood 
Should nothing priviiledge him, nor partializc 
1 he vnttoopmg firmefielleofmy vpright.fouk; 
Hpis/Oiirfahied: Mowbi:ay,ibart thou* 

Freefpeech and fearclellel to thee allow. 

UW<m> Then BttlUxgbrcokg^ as low as to tliy heart. 

Through the falfepallage of thy throat thou lieft: 

Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburft Itohis highnelfe Soukiiers , 

The other part referu'df, by confenr, 

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account. 

Since laft IwenttoFrwwceto fetch his Queenc: 
Now 1 wallow dou ire that lie. For Glocefters death ! 
I Hew him not, But tomineownedilgracc 
Neglefted my ftvorne duty in that cafe : 

Foryou tny nobfe Lord of Laticafter, 



imyu uwvnwino, 

gaunt. When Home, whenf obedience-bids. 

Obedience bids I IbotilJ hot bid agailie. 

: King. Norfoike ■, throw doWne we bid,there is no boot^ 
Mow. My felfe I throw (dread IBUfefaigtte) atthy fd.Ote 
Mylifethoulhaltcommaundj,butndtriiy fliitne: 

The one my dune owes ; but my faire name, 

Defpight of death that liues vpon my graue, 

To darke Diflionorsvfe,thou (halt not haue : 
f am difgraft, impeacht, and baifuld heere ? 

Pierft to the fouie with flaundersvenomd fpeafe/ 

Tlic which no balmc can cure# but his heart blood ' 
? ' Which 








Which breath d this poyfpn. 

King. Rage mutt be withftood : 

Giue me his gagc } Lions make Leopards tarn*. 

r T ea * but not change his ipoVsjtiUr.e ^tiny/} 
And I rcfkne my gage, my deare deare Lord; ™ 
The purelt treafurc mortall times affoord, 

Is fpotlelfe reputation, that away* 

Men are but guildcdloame,aad painted Clay • 

A tewell in a tenne times bard vp Chert, ’ 

Is ahold Spirit in a loyal! Bread. 

Mine Honour is my life, bpthtgrow mogct j 
Take honour from me, and my life is done! 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour letmVtry ' I 
In that l liue, and for that will I die. 

fj- throwvpyom-gagejdoyoubcgi,,, 

_ uul r° G °^ dc ^ ld <f?J» %h deepefinm, | 

S hall, I fectnc Creft-fallcn in my fathers light? F ' 

Or -with pale begger-face impeach my hight. 

Before this out-dardc daftard } Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Or loundfo baeea parlce,my teeth fliall teare 
The flauifh motiuc of recanting feare. 

And (pit it bleed ingin his high difgrace. 

Where Ihamc-doth harbour, cuen hi Mowbraiesfact, 

, We were not borne to /ue, but to copiniafidj 
Whicli/ince we cannot doe, to make you friends, 

Be ready (asyourlifefliall anfwerc it) 

At Cowntrie vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There fliall yoUr S words and Launces arbitrate 
T^hefivcl ling difference ofyour fetled hate ; 

Sinee we cannot atVopg ypu,you fliall fee 
Iuftice defignethe V iftprs chiualfic. 

Lord Marlhall, command ©ur Officers at Amies, 

Bee eadic to dired thefe home all aggies. Mj 

* 

Enter John of Gast>rt,witbehc Dutchcfe cfGioafter , . 
_Gamt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood, j 

Doth nio«c folicite me, tben yourcKdaii*e*> j 




To ftirreagainft the Butchersof hisltfc. 

But hnee corredion lyeth in tliofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corced. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen j 
Who when they fee thehower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dutchejfe ♦ Finds Brotherhood in thee no Iharper fpur f 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood. 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one rootc : 

Some of thofe feauen arc dryed by Natures courfc j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut: 
but Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier , 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood. 

One flourifliing Branch of his moft Roy all rootc 
Is crad,and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 
That mettall, that felfe mould that falhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft.and breathed, 
J thou flaine in him ;5 thou doft confcnt 
Ifb.' c large nieafure to thy Fathers death. 

In tiiatthou feeft thy wretched Brother die, 

Vvho was the modell of thy Fathers life : 
a 'I not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

.Bering thus thy Brother to beflaughtredj 
'flew eft the naked path-way to thy life, 

.erne Murdcrhow to butcher thee: 
flat which in meanemen we in title Patience, 
tr ^old Cowardice in Noble breaftes, 

‘"■^all I fay ? tofafegard thine owne! 



. „ ownclife, 

ay is, to vengc my Glocefiers death. 

Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
•tieannoynted in his fight, 
aifdhis cieath ; the which if wrongfully, 
auen rcuenge, for I may neuer lift 





The Tragedie q 

An angrie arme againft his minifter, 

Dut. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe ? 
gaunt. T o God, the Widowes Champion and defence# 
Bute. Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt , 

Tiou goeft to Couentrie, there to behold 
>oofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight, 
t my Husbands wrongs on Herfords Speare, 

That itmay enter Butcher Mowbrayes breaft. 

Or if misfortune miirethe firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies linnes fo heauiein his bofome. 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe rauft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I rauft to Couentrie : 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me# 

Dutch. Y et one word more*, griefe boundeth when* 

Not with the emptie hollownelfe, but weight ; 

I take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund 
Loe this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goe 
1 fhall remember more : Bidd him $ ah wb 
With all good fpeed atPlafhie vifite me. 

Alacke and what (hall good old Yorke there 
But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifhtwalles, 
Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones ; 

And what heare there for welcome, but my gre 
Therefore commend roe, let him not come there 
To feeke outforrow, thatdwels euery where? 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping ey 

Enter the Lord MarJIjall and the Duke Aumi 
Mar. My Lord <tAumerle , is Harry Herfon' a 
•Mumerle, Y ca at all points, and longs to enter > 







‘ M jJL.Ml ; V£*o**L 

_ M ar. ThcDuke of Norfolke fprightfully and bold, 
Staies but the fummons of the appellants trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard, and ftay 
. For nothing but his Maieftics approach. 

The trumpets found, and the King enters with his Nobles i when 
they are fet, enter the Duke of Norfolkein armes defendant. 
King. Marfhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 
hecaufe of his arriuallhecre in armes, 
ske him his name, and orderly proceed 
fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. 
iar. InGods name and the Kings, fay who thou art, 
f\. nd why 'thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 
Againft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake trHely on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath, 

As fo defend thee heauenand thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of N nrfolke. 
Who hither comeingaged by my oath, 

(WhichGod defend a Knight Ihould violate) 

Both jo defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding illtie, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appeales mee, 

And by the grace of God,and this mine arme, 

T o prooue him in defending of my fdfe, 

A Tray tor to my God, my King, and mee; 

And as 1 truly fight, defend me heauen# 

The Trumpets found, enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofe him in theiuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& wherfore comft thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Roy all lifts ? 

Againft whom comeft thou i and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen, 

B z But. 
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£#/. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Am 1} who readie hearc do ftand in Armes, 

Toprooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he is a Tray tor foule and dangerous, 

To God of Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar , On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Mar (hall and filch officers 
Appointed to diredt thefe faire defignes, 

Ttil. Lord Marftiall, let me kilfe my Soueraignes to 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

That vow alongandwearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leauc. 

And louing farewell ofour fcuerall friends, 

Mart The appellant in all dutic greets your hlghnelF, 
And craues to kiile your hand and take his leaue, 

Ktng, .We willdefcend and folde him in our armes. 



Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy bleflings fteele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate. 

And furbilh new the name of lohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in theliiftie hauiour of his Sonne. 

’ Gaunt. G od, in thy good caufe make thee profperous, 
Befwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on thecaske 
Ofthy aduerle pernitfous enemic, 

Rowfevpthy youthfull blood, bevaliantandliue. 

■ Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

Mow, How euerGodor fortune caft mylottc, 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

Aloy all, iu ft, and vpright Gentleman : 

Neuer did-captiue with a freer heart 



Goolin of Herford, as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 

Farewell my blood, which if to dayihou fhead. 
Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
Forme, if I be gorgdewith Mowbraiej Cpearet 
As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray Sghr . . 

My louing Lord I take my leaue ofyou ; 

Of you ( my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerle, 
Not fickc, although I haue to do with death, 
Butluftie, yong, andcheerely drawing breath. 
Loe, as at Ehglilh feafts fo I regreet 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fiveet. 
Oh thou the earthly Author ofmy blood, 
Whofeyouthfullfpiritin me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

T o reach a viftorie aboue my head, 



t0\ 



His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate 
This feaftof battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my companion Peerejj 
Take from my youth the wifii of happy y eares. 

As gentle and as iocond as to ieft. 

Go I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I efpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triall Marfliall, and beginne. 

Mar. Harrie of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie,, 
ftecciue thy Launce, and God defend tby right. 

Bui, Strong as aTowerinhopel cry, Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this launce to Thomas D. o fNorfi/kei 

Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Stands heere, for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfeand recreant* 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A T ray tor to his God,hisKing, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. ofNorjblkb, 

" On 














On paine to'bc foiihci falfe and recreant, 

Bothto defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 
ToGod,hisSoueraigne,andto himdifloyall, , 
Couiagioufly, and with a free defire. 

Attending but thefignallto begin. 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combat^. 
Stay,the King hath throwne his warder downc, 









Which I with fome vnwillingrtcire pronounce. 

The flie flow howres (hall not determinate 
The datelefie limit ofthy deare exile ; ' 

Tire hopelelfe word of neuer to returne. 

Breath 1 againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

A heauielentence, my mod foueraigne Liege, 

And all vnlookt for from your highnelTe mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fodeepea mayrae. 



Km, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Spa As to be caft foorth in the common ayre. 

And both returne backe to their Chaires againe: Haue I deferued at your HighnelTe hands. 

Withdraw withVs, andlet the Trumpets found, The language Ihaue learnd thefefortieyeares, 

Whilewerdttirne thefe Dukes what wedecree. My natiueEngliflinow I multtorgoe, 

Drawncere and lift. And now my tongues vfc is to me no more 

What with our Counfell we haue done, Thananvnftrtngedviollora larp > 

lor that our kingdomes earth ihouldnot be foyld Or like a cunning lnltrumentca e vp, 

Withthatdearebloodwhichithathbeenefoftcred: Or being open, put into us lan s 

V V i L u j- r n. That knowes no touch to tune the harmonic.' 

With riual-hating hnuie fe.t dn you, I am too oldto fawnevppon a Ndrfe, 

To wakeour peace , which in cur Countries cradle Tq farrc jn res to be a p lipiU noWi 

Drawes the fweet infant breath of gentle fleepe, What 1S tI fcntence'butfpeachlelTe death 5 

Which forouzd vp with boyftrous vntundeGrumm{:i -yvhic:h robbes my tongue from breathing natiuebreathS 
With hadh refounding trumpets dreadfull bray. King, It bootes thee notto be compafiionate. 

And grating Ihockeol wrathful! ! yron armes. After ourfentence,playning comes too late. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light, 

Andmakevs wade euen in our kindreds blood: Todwell infolemne fliadesof endlelTe night. 

Therefore w r e banilh you our territories. King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon paine of life. Lay on our Royall Sword your banifht hands.. 

Till twice fiue Summers haue enricht our neld, Sweare by thedutie thaty’owe to God, 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, (Our part therein we banilh with your felues) 

But tread the ftrangerpathes of baniflnnent. To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

Bui. Yourwillbc done} this mufl my comfort c > You neuer fliall,fo helpeyou truth and God, 

That Sun that warmes you hecre, fliall Pnine on 111 Embrace each others loue in baniflnnent, 

And thofe his golden beamesvnto you heere lent, Norneuerlooke vpon each others face, . 

Shall point on me, and guild my baniflnnent. Nor neuer write j regreete, nor reconcile 

King, Nwfolke, for thee remaines a heauier d0 ^j^' . ~ : - Thft 
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Thislouingtempeft of your home-bred hare. 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofemeetc. 

To plotte,contriue,or complot any ul. 

Gain ft vs, our ftate, our fubie&s, or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. ' 

CMoro. And I , to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,fo fare as to mine enemie ; 

By this time,had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foulcs had wandred in the ay re, 

Baniftit thisfraile Sepulchre of our flefli. 

As now our flefli is banifht from this land. 

Confelfe thy treafons ere thou fly the Realmc, 

Since thou haft farre to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Mm. No Bullingbrooke, ifeuer I wcreTraytour, 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life. 

And I from Heauen banifht, as from hence; 

But what thou art, God, thou, and*I, do know, 

And all too foonefl fearej the King fhall rev, * 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backeto England, all the world's my way. 

King. Vncle, euen in the glades of thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart ; thy fad afped 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Rcturnc with welcome home from banifhment. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word ? 

Four elaggingVV inters, and foure wanton Springs, 
End in one v\ord j filch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. Tthanke my Liege, that in regard of mee, 
He fhortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile $ 
Butlittle vantage (halll rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath tofpend 

Can change their moones,and bringtheir times about) 

My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewafted light 

Shall be extind with age and endlefTe night ; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
vAnd blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne . 



Km. Why V ncklc, thou haft many yeares toliua 
Gaunt, But not a minute (King; that thou canft giue: 
Shorten my daies thou canft with fullen forrow 
And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow, 

Thou canft belpeTimeto furrow me withage, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him tor my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy Sonne is banifht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdid gaue, 

Why at our lufticefeemft thou then to lowre ? 

G’rfwwf. Things fweet to taft, prooue in digeftionfowr*. 
You vrge me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger, not my child. 

To fmooth his fault I would haue been more milde : 

A partiallflaunder fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne lifedeftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you fitould fay, 

I was too ftrid to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and V nckle bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares wc banifh him, and he (hall go. 

An, Coofin farewell j what prefence mu ft not know 
From whereyou doe remaine,let Paper fliow . 

. CMar. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
Thatthou returneft no greeting to thy friends l 
Bui. I haue too few to take my leauc of you, 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thygriefeisbutthyabfcnccfora time. 

• ’Bui . loyabfcnt,griefc is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 
Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 
Gaunt. Call it a trauailc that thou takft for plcafure. 

C . B ui. 
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'Bat, My heart will figh when Imifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage* 

Cjaunt, The fullen pallage of thy weariefteps 
Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fet. 

The precious Icvvell of thy home returne. 

BhL Nay rather query tedious (hide I make, 

Will butremember me what deale of world 
I wander from the lewels. that I loue* 

Muft I notferue a long apprentifhood 
To forren palfages,and in the end, 

Hauing my freedome,boall pf nothing elfe, 

Buiriiat I was a loumey-man to griefe i 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife man-ports and happy kauens. 

Teach thy necelfitie to reafon thus. 

There is no v.ertue likeneceflitie : 

Thinke not the King did banifh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the hcauierfit, 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour,. 

And not the King exilde thee $ or fiippofc 
Deuouringpeflilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to affefher clime : 

Looke what thy fouie holds deare, imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou comeft i 
Suppofe the flnging birdsMufmons, 

The grade whereon thou treadfl, the prefence ftrowdej 
The flowers, faireLadies, and thy Heps, no more 
Then a delightfull mealhre,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hath lelfe power to bite 
The man thatmockes at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold after in his hand, , 

By thinking on the frofiy Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantafticklummers heat ? 

Oh no, th e apprehenfipn of the good 

• Giue* 



Giuebut the greater feeling to the worfet v . j 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuerrancle more ' 

Then when it bites, but lancheth notthefoare*; : 

Gtmt. Come come myfonne, He bring thee on thy way 
Had 1 thy youth and caufe, I would nor flay. 

Bui* Then Englands ground farewell, fweetfoileadiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfe that bearcs raeyet. f • • •• 1 v / 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean, \ 

Though banilhtyet a trueborne EngUfhman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King with Bufhie, &c*at exedore, and the 
Lord Aumerle at the other* 

King. Wee did obferue, Coofin Hu?nerle* 

How farre brought you highHcrfordonhisway? 

’ Aum. I brought high Herford, ifyoucallhimfo. 

But to the next high way, and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were flted ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northcaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly again!! out face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, aadfo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King, What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 
Au, Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fhould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 

T o counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefe, 

• Thatwordsfeemdburiedinmy forrowes grauc : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yeeres to his fhort banifhment, 

He fhould haue hada volume of farewels .• 

But fince it would nor, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, buttis doubt, 

When time fliall call him home from baniftiment, 
Whctherour kinfmancome tofeehisfriends* 

Our felfe and Bufhie, ■;>[. . >gfu; ’ . 

Obferued his courtfllip to thetommon peoplb, 

How he did feente to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, 

Witlvreuerence he did throw away on llaues, 

C * 
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Wooing poorc Craftfmen with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient vnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to banilh their atfe<5te with him, 

OtF goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey-men, my louing friends, 

As were our England in rcuerlion his. 

And heourfubieds next degree in hope. 

Greene . W ell, he is gonc,& with him go thefc thoughts, 
Now for tRe Rebels which hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manqagemuft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meancs 
For their aduantage, and your highneife lolle. 

King, We will ourfeife in perfon to this Warre, 
And lor our Colters, with too great a Court 
Andliberalllarges,are grownelbmewhat light j 
Weeareinforft tofarme our Royall Realme, 

The reuenue whereof ihall furnillr vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if thatcome’fhort, 

Our fubftitutes at home ihall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they ihall know what men are rich. 
They Ihall fubferibe them for large fummesof Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make tor Ireland prefently. 

Enter Buftienvith nerves* 

Baft. Old Iohn of Gaunt is gricuous ficke, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent poll haft 
T o intreate your Maieftie to vifite hurt. 

King. Where lies he? 

Buft' At Elye houfe. 

King. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mind 
Tohelpehimtohiigraue immediately: 
Thelyningof his Coffers fliall make coates, 

T o decke our Souldicrs for thefe drift Warrcs. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifite him. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late : 
Amen, Exeunt* 




Enter Iohn of Gaunt ficke , with the Duke of Yorkc, &c. 
Gaunt, Will the King come, that I may breath my lait, 

In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth i 
Torke.Vcx not your fclfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his earc. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where wordes are fcarce, they arefieldome fpent in vaiae. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine. 
Hethatno moremuft fay, isliftenedmore 
Then they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe* 
More are mens ends markt,then their liues before t 
The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As thelaft tail of fweetes is fweeteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long pad*. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare, 

My deaths fad tale may yetvndeafehis eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt witliother flattering founds,. 

As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meetcrs,to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaics liden* 

Report of fafliions in proud Italic, 

Whofe manners dill our tardy apiib nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation* 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitie. 

So it be new, there’s no refpett how vile, 

That is not quickly buzd into-his eares ? 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard, 

Where Will doth mutime with Wittes regard. 

Dircd not him whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tisbrcath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt ldole; 

Gaunt, Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird, 
t And thus expiring, doe foretell of him; 

His rafh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft:. 

For violent fires fooneburne out themfelues, 

Small Ihowerslaft long, but fodaine ftormes are fhorts 
He tires betimes, that fpur s too fall betimes* 

C a With 








With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 
Light Vanitie, infatiate cormorant, 

Confuming meanes foone prayes vponitfelfe; 
This Royallthrone of Kings, this Sceptred lie, 
This earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden, demieParadice, 

This Foretrelfe built by Nature tor herfelfc, 
Againftinfe<fIion,and the hand of War re ; 
This happy breed ofMen, this little World, 
Thisprecious Stonefetin the Siluer Sea, 
Which ferueues it in the office of a Wall, 

Or as aMoate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie ofldfe happier lands : 
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Gaunt. O how that name befits my compofition 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old 5 
Within me griefe hath kept a tedious faff. 

And who abftaines from meate,thatis not gaunt? 

For flecpmg England, longtime hauc I watchtj 
Watching breedeslcanenefifcleanenelle is all gaunt-. 
The pleafure thatfome Fathers feede vppon, 

T sm y ftncktfaft, 1 meancmy Childrens lookes, 

And therein, faffing haft thou made mcgaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofc hollow wombe inherits nought but bones. 

‘ Kin?. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names s 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes fporttomockeitfelfe. 



o rr it kj /it • — r 

This bldfedplotte, this Earth, this Rcalme, this England, gjneethou doftfeeke to kill my name in me, 
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This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyallKings, 
Feard by their breed,and famous by their birth. 
Renowned in-their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruiceand truechiualrie. 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborne lewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome, bleifed Manes fonne : 
This Land offuch deare foules, this deare deafeland j 
Deare for her reputation through the world, 

Js now leaced out (1 die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, 



O mockemy name (great King) to flatter thee. 

. King. Should flying men flatter thofe thatliuc ? 
Gaunt, No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die. 
Km- Thou now a dyingfayft, thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou diett, though Ithe ficker be. 
Kim. I am in health, I br eath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. N ow he that made me, knowes Ifee thee ill-. • 
III in my felfe to fee, and in theefeeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lefter then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too carelclle patient as thou art. 



Whoferockie flioarebeatesbacke theenuiousfiege Conimitftthy annoynted body to the cure 



Of thofe Phifitions that firft wounded thee i 
A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
WhofecompalTe is no bigger then thy head?. 

And yet inraged info fmall a verge, 

The vvafte is no whit Idler then thy Land ; 

a^M^uwccinycmuiugu^ui; jOh had thy GrandfirewithaProphetseye, 

Torke. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, Seenehow his Sonnes fonne fliould deftroy his fonnes, 
Foryoung hot Colts beingirag’de, do rage the more, From foorth thy reach ne would hauelaydthy lhatne, 

° ® ° 0 Depofing thee before thou wertpolfeft, 

Enter the Km andiusene, &c. Which art polled now to depofethy felfe. 

Queene, HowfaresournobleVncleLancafter? Why Coofinwert thou regent of the world. 

King. Whatcomfort man ? how ift with aged (?^ r & were a flume to et this Land by Leafc ■» - & 
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Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fliame, 
With Inkie blottes,androtten Parchment bonds* 
That England that was .’ woiit to conquer others 
Hath made a fhaniefull conqueftofit felfe; 

Ah would the fcandall v.aniflit with my life. 

How happy -then were my enfuing death ; 
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But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then ihamc to fliamc it fo 2 
Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor Kin" 
Thy ftatcoflaw is bond-llaue to the law. 

And thou. 

King. Ah lunatick lcane-wittcd f'oole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With furie from his natiuc rcfidcnce. 

Now by my Scates right Royall maieftie 
W ert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tonguethatrunnes fo roundly in thy head. 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreverent (boulders. 

Ganns. Oh fpare me not my brother Edwards (om, 
For that I was his Father Edwards fo n n e : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother giocefler, plaine well meaningfoulc, 

W hom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs, • 
May be a prefidem and witnefTe good, 

That thou refpedVft not MXhfagEdwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent fickaeilc that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnesbc like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 
liue in thy fliame, but die not fliamc with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my grauc, 

Loue they to liue, thatloue and honour haue. 

Exit. 

King. And let them die, that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graus. 

Eorke, I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward ficklinefte and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holdsyou dccre, 

As Harry Duke of Hcrford, were he heere. 

King, Right, you fay true; zs Rnfird,loue,Cohisi 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 



North . . My Liege, old gaunt commends 
King. Whatfayesheei 
North. Nothing, allis fay d; 

His tongue is now a ftringlelle 

Words, life, and all, old Lancafler h«h fpent. 

Yorks* Be York,* the next that muft be banckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorest endsamortaU wo. 

King. The ripeft Fruite firft falles and fo doth he-. 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much forthat. Nowforour/r^Warres: 
Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liuelikeveneme, wherc.no venome cue 

But onely they, haue priuiledge to liue. . . 

And for thefe great affayres do askefome charge. 
Towards our afsiftance we do feazeto vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuenewcs, and moueables 
Whereofour Vncklc6Wwrf did ftand pollen. 

Yorks. How long (hall I be patient 2 Ah how long 
Shall tender ductie make me fuffer wrong 2 
NotGlocefters death, norHerfords banilhment. 
Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc 

About his marriage, nor nay owrie difgrace, ... 

Haue euer made me fower my patient cheeke, 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes facet 
I am the laft of the noble Ewards Sonnes, * 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft, : 

In Watfe, was; ire, tier Lion rage more fierce :. 

In Peace, was heuer. gentle Lcjjtbe more hailde 
Then was thatyoungand Princely Gentleman i 
His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 
Accomptflitwith a number of thy houres 5 
But when he frowned, it wasagainft the French, 
Ananotagainfthis Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent not that 
Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne : 

His hands wereguiltie of no kindred bloody 
But bloodv with the ; enemies of his kinn^. 
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zwi rageateljf 

OkRickard! Tor he is too farre gone with griefe, '«14 
Or clfe he ncuer would compare between^ ms!'?) 

King, Why V nclc, whats the matter^ 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

If not, I pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withal]' 

Seeke you to feize and gripe into your Inlands, •! r 
The royalties and rights? ofbanithtHifford? : 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herfordliuc ? 1 , 

Was not Gaunt iufti andis not Harry true i 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre? 1 i i 
Isnothisheyreawelldcferuing fonne# 

Take Herfords right away, and take from time, 

His Charters and his cuftomarierightsj 
Let not to morrow then enlue to day: 

Be not thy fclfe 5 For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequcnce, and fucceffion ? 

Now afore God, God fotbid Ifay true, f : ■ 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath v 
By his attourniesgeneralltofue 
His littery, and deny his offered homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head* - 

Youloofe athoufand well difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts, 

Which honour and allegeance cannot thinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into our hands, 

And quite loft their hearty T^Npb^S.b hefed 

What will enfue heereofi thcr’s none caatell ; and H a.td9ftthe.r hearts. 

But by bad courfcsmay be vnderftood. .>«<**• Anddarlynev-exaftionsaredeudd. 

That their events can neuer fall out good. M 

** Bulhie, to the Earle of Wiltfliire ftraigllt. 

Butbafely yeildedvpon compromife, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes 5 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

“Rojfe. The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the Realmein farsne. 
W, The King s growac banckrout Ukea broken man. 



Com&on ourQueene #; to ipqrrow muft wepajrt, j , ; . v- 
3e merry, for our time of flay is fliort. 

Exeunt King and gueene. Manet North* 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcru dead. 
Rojfe, And liuingtoo, for now his fonne is Duke. 
mouth, barely in title, no.t inreuenevycs. 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. . 

Rojfe. My heart is great, but it muft breake with Ulence, 

Er’t be disburdened with a libcrall tongue. 

North. Nay fpeak thy. mind^ & let him nere fpeakmore. 
That fpeakes thy words againe, to do theeharme. 

Willough. Tend s that thou wouldft fpeake, to the D ot 
If itbe fo, out with it boldly man, (Hcrford? 

Quickeismineeareto hearcof good towards him. 

Rojfe, No good at all, that I can dotffor him: 
Vnlelfeyou callitgood, topittyliim. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is fhamefuch wrongs ate bptnc 
I q him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what th ey will infor me, 

Meerely in hate againft any of vsall, 

That will the King feuerely profecute 
Againft vs, our lines, our children, and our heires. 

Rojfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 



Bid him repayre to vs to ity<?houfe, 

T ofee this bufinelfe: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t*is time I trow $ 

And weecreate inabfeuce ofour felfe. 

Our Vnckle Torke, Lord Gouernour of England } 
For he is iuft, and.a.Waksloued vs well : . u vb< ; 
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North* 
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JWrr£. Reproach arid defehitioir harigeth ouerhim, 
He hath not Money tor thefe Irifb Warres, ■ 
His burthenous taxations notwi thftanding. 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke, 

North. His noble kinfman moft degenerate King . 
But Lords, wc-heare this fearefull tempetUing, 
Yetleekc no ftelfer to auoyde the ftorme. 
Wefccthc-Winde fit lore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we ftrike not, butfecurely perifli. 
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But if you faipt, as feari.ng to .. , , 

L v , and befeerct, and mydelfe .will go. .>• 

Me. To horfe,to horfe,vrge doubts to them-that fcare, 

}V,llo. Hold out my horfe, and 1 willfirft be there. 

Exeunt * 

Enter the Queen?, Bufbiei and. B agot* 

Bftfb. Madam, y ouriVhueftie is toomuch iadde. 

You promift when you parted with the King, 

To lay alide halfe-harming heauinelfe. 



Ttp. We fee die very W rackc that we mull fuffer, AndentcrtameacheetetulU,rpoli ion, . 

Andvn'auoydcti is the danger now, 2a ?** •• Topleafe thcKmg l d £ toplerfemyfdft 

Forfufferinofotheeaufeso? ourwracke. >< I cannot doo it •, yet I know no cauic 

As my lweete Richard : y et againe me thinks 



asthotj doltoun, Some'vnborne Sonowripe m Fortune. wombe, 
rru. in ay icr v* inarc my ui< & >, , , , Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, at fome thing it gtieues ; 



Wil. Nay let vs iharetny tnougnts, as uiou aono 
Rojfe. Be confidents fpeake Northumberland, 
We three are but thy felfc ; andfpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Report blan 
( A Bay in Britaine) rcceiudc intelligence, 

That Harry Duke ofHerford, Rayiiold L. Cobhani; 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, 




More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujh. Each fubftancc of a griefe hath twenty (hadowes 
Which fhewes like griefe it felfe, but is net fo .• 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuides one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like perfpediues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion, eyde awry. 



Sir Thomas Erpingham, Mr lonn ^miron, p ftinguifll forme : foyour fweete Maieftie, 





All thefe wellfurnrlhed by the Duke of Britaine, 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warrc, 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And lbortly meane to touch our Northern firore, 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
T he firft departing of the King for Ireland'. 

If then we fhallfhake off our Countries flauilhyoke, 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the blemifht Crownc, 
Wipe of the duft that hides our Scepters guilt, 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felte, 

Away vvith me in poft to Rauenfpu rgh : 



Find ihapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Ofwhat it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (feene. 

Which for things true, weepes things imaginaric. 

Queene* It may be fo, but yet my inward Soule 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere itbc, 

1 cannot but be fad * foheauie (ad, ' 

As though on thinking on, no thought I thinke* 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and fticinke. 









Greene. God faue your Maieltie, & well t 
hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland 
Queene. Why hopeft thou fo? tis bette 



Your Husband he is gone tofaue farre off, 



’Sufi, Tisnothing butebnecite (my graciously who gently irouldd'iffoluetbft bands of ; f 

gueene. Tis notbihglelft, Qonccite Is ftillderiude Which falle hope linger? in extremitje. ; vi , ^ ; 

From forae forefather Gricfe, mine is not fo; ' Q re ene. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke, 

For nothing-hath begot myfomethipg griefe, Queene. With fignes ofWarre about his agedftecke » 

Or fomething hath the nothing that Igricue, ohiuhofcarefullbufinetre arehislookes* 

Tis in rev erfion that I doe poileile ; y n ckle,for Gods faMfreake comfortable J^)rd?j;;; 

Butwhatitis,tharisnotyetknowne,what > : forke. Should fdoio r I ftiouldbdy my thoughts^ . 

I cannot name, tis nameleilewoel wot. Comfort'sinheauen,andweare6n: theearth, _ 



I hop 



J31JV it 



For his defignes crauc haft, his haft ^ood hope: Heere ami left tpvnderprop.h.i8t^bd> 

Then whereforedoft thou hopche isnotlhipt? Who wcake with age, cannot fupportmy ■.•fclre» •. . > 

Greene , That be our hope might haue retirdehispow Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmade. 

And driuen into defpairean enemies hope. Now fliall he trie his friends that flattered hinv 

Who ftronely hath fet footing in thisland. Serving. My -Lord, your fynne y/gs gone berorel came? 

— - * ■* *' • York*. HeV^s^yfPi 



Greene. AhMadara^tis too. true 3 and that is work: . ^ irra > gettheetoIPlaftie to my fifler^oce^er, 
vLordNorthumberland, his young Soi;H. Pcrcie, Bid her fend mepref«dy^f^iu^#<Wwi>f. ^ 
ne Lords of RolTe,Beaumbnd, and Willoughbie, Holdt^cnw^ng... /, r.:l I sn^b 'f y nr i 
With all their powcrfull friends, are fled to him." Ser. My Lord>lhadforgot,tot yo Lr p> 

Bujb. Why haueyou not proclaimd Northumberk Todaylcameby anacauedtherej . 

And the tell ofthc reuolcingraflion, traytonrsi fin. 1 1 Mf/MM to “P 0 " ,hs rcfl - 

.iSsasttaiaa ,h ‘ £ati ' ° f „ wcKth * A£ f Jsflro & pwcM?, % 

a 3 rs. SoGtee-.e.thwatt ,heM,dw 1 feofn 1 y«a nnownotwhattod^'t'Iwou&God 
And Bullingbrooke, my forrowes difmall heire : (Sonlyvntrath hadnotproqotthOTWit) 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie r — — • • - t . . v > . 

And I a gafping newtdeliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, for row to forrow ioynd, 

'Bufi. Difpairenot Madam. 
gtneene. Who fliall hinderme/ 

I will dilpaire and be at enmitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

A parafite, akcepi^backe of death,; 



aqc 

The King had cut of my head with my brokers. 
VVhat, »jr^ 

How fliall we doe fpt money fQrphefpWajr£Si( - 
Come Sifter, Coofinl would fay j pray pardon rile 
Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide fome Cart*. 
And bring away the Armopr tljiati^ jtl^e. 
Gentlemen, will you goe ; mu^fit)g^: 1 







If 1 know how or which way to orderthefe affayrcs 
Thus diforderly thru It into my hands, ' ‘ 

Neucr bcleeue mee : both ate my kinfmCn j 
Tone ismySouerainge, whome both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : t'other againe, 

Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom Confidence anid my Kindred bidsto right. 
Welhfomewhat wc muft doe : come Coofin, 

He difpofe of. you * .Gentlemen, goe mufter Tpyouf J 
And meeteme prefcntly atBarckly; 

I fliould to Plafhle too,but tilnd-will not permit : 

All is vncuen,andeiiety thing is Ieftat lixeand feauen, 
Exeunt %-uty,&^eehe: m'aheht Btpie andGm. 
Eupu The Wind fits faire for newes to go for IrtU, 
But none returned For vs to leuie power 
Proportionable to.the cnemie, is all vnpoffible. 

Greene-. J Bbfidcs, our neereneffe to the King in'lout, 

I s neercthe hate ofthofeleue not the King. 

Bag. And that is thewaUeringCommonSjforthdtit 
Lies in their Purfes, aiid whofb emptiesthem, 

By fo much 41 s their heartswith deadly hate. 

Bttfi. Wherein the King ftands generally <diiOT 
Bag.'-t f ! iud|emeht‘iS nfiffietfr, then 16 do we,- 1 , l , ; . ■ 
Becaufewe euerhaue beemheerdthe Kih^. ' 

Greene . Well, I will forfefuge ftraight to Brift.O: 
The Earle of Wiltfbire, is already’ there. , £ 

Will the l^lffMGbihiiS^.beHBnnae' for vs, 
Excepr like fetif rdsVta tcWr.e vs all in peeccs : 

Will you goe along with vs ? 

Bag. No, I will to Ar/W-to his Maieffie : 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We threeh,eefi: ne^fe fliill lheete againe* , 
Bufb. Thais as forty thfiucs tobeat backe BOW 
Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertako) 
Is numbring Srlnds, and drinking Qceans dry, 
Where one on 

Farewellat once, for Mceyfor alfandebet 1 . 



Bttfb. Well, wee may mecte againe. 

Bag. Ifearemeneuer. 

Enter Hereford: fpnthumbermd,. • 

Bull. How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now i . 

2 Vortti. Belecue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Glocellerfhirc, . 

Thefc high wild hils and roughvneuenwayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifomc, 

And yetyourfaire difcourfe hathbeeneas fugar, 

Making the hard way fveet and dele&able : 

But I bethinkeme whata wearie way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfliall will be found, 

I n Bofe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
’ The tedioufnelTeandprocelle of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit-e that I polfetfe. 

And hope to ioy is little letfe in ioy. 

Then hopeinioyed : by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fliort, as minehath done, 

By right of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lelfe value is my company, 

Then your good words. But who comes hecrei 
Ent er Harry Percie.. 

North. It is my fonne, young Harris Perjte, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenfoeuer : 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle ? (of you 

Per. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North. Why? is he noc withtheQueene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hathforfopke the Court, 
Broken his ffaffe of office, anddifperft 
The houlhold .of .the King. 

North. What was his realon J he was not fo refolu'd. 
When laft we fpake together. 

H.Per. Becaufeyour Lordfhip was proclaimed traitourj 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 
Toofferfcruiceto theDukeof Herford, 

And fent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

E What 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with directions* to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Htrford , boy \ 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer ii\my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learnc to know him now, this is the DoIr, 
H.P* My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such asit is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies ihall ripen and confirmc 
To more approued feruice and defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Rem#, and be fure, 

1 countmyfelfein nothing elfefo happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends s 
And as my fortune ripens with thy louc. 

It (ball be ftillthy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Warrcf 
H. P. There Hands, the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 
Manndwithtbree hundred men, as I haueheard: 

And in it are the Lords of Y orke, Barkley, and Sejmor, 
Noneelfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and fVtlloughhj, 
Bloudywith fpurring,fieric red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your lone purfues • 

• A baniflit Traitour : all my treafurie 
Jsyetbut vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe.. Your prefence makes va rich, moft noble Lord, 
Wil. And farrefuemounts our labour to attaine it. 
Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant fortune comes to ycares, 
Standsfor my bounty : butwhocomesheere ? 

Nor. I t is my Lord of Barkeley, as 1 guelfe, 

Bank.. My Lord of Herford, my meifage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwcre is to Laneafier , 

And I. am come to feeke that name in England, 



And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark, Miftake me not my Lord,t’is not my meaning 
To race onetjtle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the moil glorious of this land, 

The Duke of torke, to know whatpricksyou on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bui. I (hall not need ttanlportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vnckle] 

Torke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle J 

J Torke. Tut, tut, grace me no grace, nor Vnckle me no 
I am no traitours Vncklejand that wordGrace (Vnckle, 
In anvngracions mouth,is but prophane : 

Why haue thofe bauifht and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a duft of Sttglauds ground ? 

But more then whyi Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofomc, 
Frytingherpale-facde Villages with Warrc, 

And oftentation of defpifed Armes i 
. Comft thou becaufe th’annoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifli boy, theKingis left behind. 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord offuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy fclfe, 

Refcued the Blackc Prince that young Mars of men. 

From foorth the rancks of many tkoufands French, 

O then how quickly lliould this arme of mine., 

N ow prifoner to the Paulfey, chaftifethec. 

And minifter correction to thy fault J 
Bui. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my fault- 
On what condition ftands it, and wherein / 

Torke. Euen in condition of the worft degree, 

In groife rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thou art a banilht man, an d heere art coihe, 

E * Before 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes againftiSf Soueraigne.. 

Btd, As I was baniflit, I waS banilht Herford, 
But as I come, I come for Lancafter : 

And noble Vrickle, 1 befeech your grace, 
Looke on my wrongs with an indiffei 



Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye j — 

You are my Father, or me thinks in you 

1 fee old Gtfwtfaliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that 1 lhall (land condemn’d 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Plucktfrommy Armes per force, and giuen away 
To VpftartVnthrifts? wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Coofin King, be King of England, 
Itmuftbegrauntedlam Duke of Lancafter? 

You haue a Sonne, z/iumerle, my noble Coofin, 

Had you firftdied, and he beenethus trod downe, 

He fliouldhaue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father, 

To rouzehis wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay,. 

I am denied tp fue myliuerie heere, 

And yet my letters patents giuemeleauei 
My fathers goods are all dill: rain’d andfold. 

And thefe, and all, are all amiiTe employed. 

What would you haue medoe? Iam a Subied, 

And 1 challenge Law-, Atturniesaredenide me> 

And therefore perfonally Ilaymyclaime 
To my inheritance of free defcent. 

North . The noble Duke hath been too much abufde 
Ro(fe. It ftands yoUr Grace vpon,to do him right. 
Wi/lo. Bafe men by his endowments are made great. , 
Yorke , My Lords of England, let me telly ou this, 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs, 

And laboured all I could to do him right; 

But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his ownc earner, and cut out his way , 

To find out right with wrong, it may not be : 

And you that doabettehim in this kind, 

Gherifh Rebellion, and areRebels all. 

North. ThenqjaleDuke hath fworne, his comming^ 
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But for his owne ; and for the Right of that. 

We all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayde t 
And let him ne’re fee ioy that breakes that oatn. 

Yorke. Well, well, I fee the iftueof thefe Armcs; 

1 cannot” mend it,l muft needs confelfe, 

Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left ; 

But if I could, by him that gaue melife, 

I would attach you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the Soueraigne mercy of the King : 

But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

1 do remaine as newter ; fofareyOu well, 

VnlelTeyou plealetoenterin the Caftle, • 

And there repofe you for this night. 

Bid. An offer V nckle that we will accept, 

But we mu ft winne your Grace to go with Vs 
To Briftm Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Btijhie, Bagot , and their co.mplicies. 

The Caterpillers ofthe Common-wealth ; 

Which I haue fworne to weede and plucke away . 

Yorke. It may be I will go with you; but yet ile paufe. 
For lam loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcomeyou are, 

Things paft redrelfe, are now with me paft care. 



Enter Earle of of Sails butte, and a Welch Cafiaine, 

Welch. My Lord of Salisburies^ haue ftaidc ten daies, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together; 

And yet we heare no tidings from the King, 

Therefore wc will difperfe ourfelues : farewell, 

Salif. Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Welch. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not flay. 
The Bay-trees in ofir Countrey all are withered. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres of heauen } 

The pale-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth, 

. Andleane-look’tProphetswhifperfearefull change, 

Rich men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunce and leape. 

The one in feare to loofe what they enioy. 
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The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe fignes forc-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimcn are gone and fled, 

As well allured RichardthtxtYSmg is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard l with eies of heauic mind, 

1 fee thy glorie like a /hooting ftarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thyfunne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And croflely to thy good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke of Herford, Yorke, Northumberland, 
Bufbieand Greene Pr isoner t, 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bufhie and Greene, I will not vexcyourfbulcs 
Since prefently your foules tnuil part your bodies) 
With two much vrgingyourpcrniciousliucs, 

For t’were no charitic; yetto wadi your blood 
From offVny hand?, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome cau/es ofyour death. 

You haue mif-led a Prince, a Royall King, 

Ahappie Gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You haiiein manner with you r finfull howres. 

Made a diuorcebetwixthis Queeneandhisn, 

Broke the profeflion of a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the bcautieofafayreQueenescheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfea Princeby fortune ofmy.birth, 

Neeerc to the King.in blood, and neere iivlouc, 

T ill they did make him misinterpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy necke vnder your injuries, 

Andfigh’d my Engli/h breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banilhment, 

While you haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes,andfeld my forreft woods, 



wms, 

Saue mens opinions, and my lining bloody 
: Tolhewtheworldl am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more then twice all this. 
Condemns you to the death •* fee them deliueredouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

•Bufb. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 

Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene, My comfort is, that heauen will take our fou^cs, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland , fee them di/patcht i 
Vncklc, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Gods lake fairclie let her be entreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull, T hanks (gentle V nckle : ) come Lords, away. 

To fi ght with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. - Exeunt, 



Enter the King, *Aumerle y Carltli , &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand i 
An. Y ea my Lord ; how brook's your Grace the ayre 
After your late toflingon thebreaking Seas? 

King. Needs muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce again© 

Deareearth, I doe /alute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes; 
As along parted mother with her Child, 

Plaies fondlie with her teares, andfmiles in meeting : - 
So weeping, finding, greet Ithce my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, * 
Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, . 

But let thy Spiders,that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauiegatedTeads lie in their way, . 



From mine owne windowes torne my houlholdcoate, an t no ^. anc . e to ^ ie lecherous feete, 

Ra c5t out my imprefle, leauing me nofigne, P/hichwuhvfurp.ngfteps do trample the© * 
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Yecld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 
Andwhenthcy from my bofome plucke aflower 
Guardit I pray theewithalurkmg Adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes enemies : 
Mocke not my fenflelfe conjuration Lords : 

This earth (hallhaue a feeling, and thefe ftones 
Proouearmed Souldierscreher natiueKing 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that made you fc. 
Hath power to kcepe you King in fpite of all} 

The meanesthat heauensyeeld muft be imbrac’t 
And not ncglecfled. Elfe heauen would, 

And we would not} hcauens offer, werefufe 
The pooffered meanes of fuccours and redreffe. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remilk, 
Whilfl BulUngbooke^ through ourfecuritie, 

GrewCs ftrong and, great infubftance and in power. 
King, Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when thefearchingeicof heauen is hid 
Behind theglobe thatlights thelower world, 

Then theories and robbers range abroade vnfeene, 

In murthers,andin outrage bioodte heerc. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eaflerne pines, 

And darts his light, through euery guilty hole ; 

T hen murders, treafons, and detefted finnes. 

The cloake^f night being pluckt from off their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when thi{> thiefe, this traitotir Bullingbreoke } 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilfl we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blu filing in his face, 
Notabletoendurethetightof day. 

But felfeaffrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can wafh the balme off from an annoynted King* 



The breath of worldly men can cannot depoft 

The deputy ele Aed by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullmgbrooke hath prell 
Tolift flirewd fteele againfl our golden Crowne, 

God for his Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel ; then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall, for heauen ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salifb. 

King. Welcome my Lordjhow farre offlies y©ur power? 
Saltjh. Nor neere, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Than this weake arme 5 difeomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeakeof nothing but Defpairc, 

One day too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyeftcrday, bid Time retume, 

And thou fhalt hauetwelue thoufand fighting men: 
Today, today,vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowcsthy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy ftate : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , difperft, and fled, (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace Co 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Hatte I not reafon to looke pale and dead i 
All foules that will be fafe, flic from my fide. 

For T ime hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
King. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names i 
Arme, arme,my name a puny fubiedl ftrikes 
Atthy great glory, looke notto the ground, 

YceFauoui ites of aKing, are wc not high i 
High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle Tor he (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scr oof e. 

• Screope. More health and happinefle betide my Liege, 
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Then can my care tunde tongue defiuer him. 

King. Mine eare is open, and tny heart prepard, 

The worft is worldly lolle thou canil vnfold. 

Say, is my kingdome loft ? Why twas my care, 

And what loile is it to be rid of cf re ? 

Striues Bftllingbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he fhall not be ; if he ferue God, 

Week ferue him too, and be his fellowfo. 

Reuolcoijr Subie<fts. ? that we cannot mend, 

They breake their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine,and decay, 

The worft is death, and death will haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am l,that your Highnelfe is lo armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie,. 

Like an vnfeafbnable ftormie day. 

Which make the bluer. Rjuers drown their Aiowcr* 

As iF the world were.all diftolud to teares,, 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bullmgbrooke, coueringyour fearefullland 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclc ! 
Whiteboards haue arnid their thinne and haireleirefcalp 
Againft thy Maieftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffevnwildk armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf men learne to bend their browcs,. 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Yeadiftatfe women mannage ruftiebillesj 
Againft thy feate both young and old rebel); 

And allgocs worfe then I. haue power to tell. 

King. T o well to well thou telft a tale fo ill. 

'Where is the task of Wiltlhire? whereisBagot? 
What is become of Bulfiie? where is Greene?; 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peacefull fteps< 

If we preuaile, their heads fliall pay for it : 

I.warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbroohe, 

Scro. Peacehauethey made with him indeed my t 0 ™ 
King. Qh Yillaincs, vipers, damnd without redemption 
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Does cafily wonneto fawne on any ma». 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that ftingmy heart > 
Threeludaires, each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they make peace ? terrible hell 
Make warre vpon their fpotted foules for this, 

Scro. Sweeteloue’s (I fee) changing : his property 
Turnes tothefowreft and moft deadiiehate. 

Againe vneurfe theirfoules, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfe 

Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllow graud in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bulbie,Grccne,& theEarle of Wiltlhire dead? 
Scro, Yea, all ofthemat Bri flow loft their heads, j 
zAu. Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graucs, ofwormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper, and with rainie eyes 
Write forrow on the bofome of the earth. 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of wils : 

And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue ourdepofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands , our liues, and all are Bullrngbrookes , 

And nothing can we call ourowne, but death, 
Andthatfmallmodellof the barren earth. 

Which ferues as paft andcouerto our bones. 

For Godsfakeletvsfitvpon theground? 

Aud tell fad ftories of the death of Kings, 

How fome haue beenedepofde,ibme flaine in warre, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, fome deeping kild. 

All murthered ; for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

ICeepcs death his Court, and thcretheantique fits. 

Scoffing his ftat e, and grinning at his pompc, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

ToMonarchife, be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit, 

Asifthis flefli which walles about our life 
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The Traget 

WcreBralTe impregnable : and humord thus, 

Comes at the laft, and with a little pin 
Bores through his Cattle walles, and farewell King. 
Couer your heads, and mocke not flefh and blood, 
With folemne reucrence throw away refped, 
Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, 

1 liue with bread like you, feele want, 

T aft griefe , need friends : fubie&ed thus. 

How can you fay to mce, I am a King? 

Carl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc fitand waile their wots 
But prefenrly preuent the waies to waile. 

To fearethe foc,fince feareoppreiTeth ftrength, 
Giues in your weakeneife ftrength vnto your foe, 
Andfoyour follies fightagainlt yourfelfe ; 

Feare, and be flaine, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fightanddie, is deathdeflroyingdeath. 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Anm. My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnetomakeabodyof a limme. 

King. T hou chidft me well; proud r Bulltngbrooke i I come 
To change blowes with thee for our day of doome; 
This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblowne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope , Where lies our V nckle with his power ? ' 
Speake fweetly man, although thy lookes be fower. 

Scroope , Men iudge by the complexion oftheskie, 
The ftateand inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall, 

T o lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken : 
Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn’d with Bulltngbrooke, 
AndallyourNortherne Caftlesyeeldedvp, 

And all yourSoutheme Gentlemen in armes 
Vponhispartie. 

King, Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befhrew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 
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Of that fweet way I was in to difpaire. 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue wc now l 
By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there ile pine away, 

A King woes flaue, fliall kingly woe obey ; 

That power I haue; difeharge, and let them go 
To eare the Land that hathfomehope to'grow t 
For I haue none; let no man fpeake againe » - - 

To alter this, for counfell is but vaine, 1 
Aunt, My Liege one word. 

King. He does me double wrong, 

That woundsme with the flatteries of his tongue: . 
Difeharge my followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bttl'angbrookes faire day. 

Enter Bull. York?, North* 

Ball* So that by this intelligence we learne, 

The Welchmen are difpearft, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vponthis coaft. 

North, Thenewesis very faire and good, my Lord.* 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head* 

Torke. It w ould befeeme the Lord Northumberland) 

To C&y)KingRichard, alaeke the heauieday, 

When fuch afacred King, fhould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes; oncly tobe briefe, 

Left I his title out. 

Tor. T he time hath bin, fhould you hane bin (o briefe with 
He would haue bin fo briefe to lhorten you, (him 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 

Bui. Miftakc not (Vnckle) further then you fhould. 
Torke. Take not f good Coofin) further then you fhould 
Leaf! you miftakc the heauens are ouer your heads. 

Bui. I know it V nckle, and oppofe not my fefe 
Againft their wfiles. But, who comes heere ? Enter Percy. 
W elcome Harry : What, will not this Cafte yceld? 

Hen. Ter. The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance. 

F 3 BttlL 




Bull. Roy ally, why it containes no King. 

H. Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe aKing,King/f«;Wlies 
With the limits of yon lime and f 
And with him the Lord Aumerle, 

Sir Stephen Scroopc, beiides aCleargie 
Of holic reuerence, who I cannot leame. 

North. Oh belike iris the Bilhop of Cariette. 

Bui. Noble Lords, 

Go to the ruderibbesof that ancient Cattle, 
Through brafenTrumpetfend the breath of parlee 
Into hisruindeeares, and thus deliuer. 

H. Bui. on both his knees, doth kilfe king Richards hand 
And fend s aUeageance and true faith of heart 
To hisRoyailperfbn j hither come 
Euen at his feete , to lay my acmes andpower : 
Prouided, that my baniihmentrepeald. 

And lands reftored againe be freely graunted ; 

If not, ile vfe cheaduantage of my power, 

And lay thefummersduft with ihowres of blood, 
Raindfrom the woundsof flaughteredEngliriflimenl 
The which, how far off from the mind of Butlingbrnk 
It is,fuch chrimfon temped Ihould bedrencht, 

The frefli greene lap of fairdKing Richards land, 

Aly (looping dutietenderlie fhall (hew. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 
V pon the graffie carpet of this plaine ; 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatning drunuae, 
That from this Cattles tattered battlements. 

Our fai re appointments may be well perufd. 
Mcthinks King Richard and my felre fhould mcetc 
With nolelfe terrour then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundringfmoakc, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheek es of heauen. 

Be he the Fire, Ilebe the yeelding Water ; 

The ragebe his,whilft on the earth 1 raigne 
jVly Water’s on the earth, and not on him; 

March on? and marks King Richard how hdookes. 



The Trumpet found, Richard appeareth an the mBef, 

Bull. See, fee. King Richard doth himfelfe appears 
As doth the blulhing difeontented Sunne 
From out the fierie portall of the Eaft, 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glorie, and to ftaine thetracke 
Of his bright patfage to the Occident. 

Torke. Y et iookes he like a King, behold his <yc? 

As bright as is the Eagles., lightens foorth 
Controlling Maiertie ; alackefor woe, 

That any harme fhould llai ne fo faire a ihew. 

King. We areamazd, and thus long haue we flood. 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 

Becaufe we thou ghteurfelfe the lawfull King s 
And lfwe be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awefulLdutie to our prefence i 
If we be not, ihew vs thehand of God 
That hath difmittvs from our Stewardfhip * 

For well we know, no hand of blood apd bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnletfe hedo prophane,flealej or vfurpe s 
And though you thinke that ali as youhaue, done, i 
Haue torne their foules, by turning them from vs,. 
And we are barren and bereft of friends i 
Yet know, my Maifter Go d omnipotent, 

Is muttering in his clouds on our behalf?. 

Armies of Peftilence, and they (hall ftrike 
Your Children yet vnbornc, and vnbegot, 

That lift y»ur vatTaile hands againtt my head. 

And threat the glorie of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bullingbrooke (for yon me thinks- -he (lands).. 

That cueric (hide he makes vpon my land, 

Is dangerous treafon .• he is come to open 
The purple T eftament of bleeding Warre ; : 

But ere the Crowne he Iookes for, liue in peace, . 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of mothers Tonnes, 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, . 

Change thecoraplesion of Mayd-pale peace, 






To fcarlet indignation, and bedeaw 
Her paftofs grafle with faithfull Englifh blood. 

North. T he King of Heauenforbid, our Lord thci 
Should fo withciuill and vnciuillarmcs 
Bcrufhtvpon. Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry Hullmgbrooke doth humbly kiffc thy hand, 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That Hands vpon your royall Grandfires bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpringfrom one moft gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 
Comprifing all that maybe fvvorne or faid, 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to beggc 
Infranchifemont immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy Roy all partie graunfcd once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maiellie. 

This fweares he, as he isa Princeiufl : 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

'King* Northumberland, hy thus : the King returnes 1 
Hi* joble Coofin isright welcome hither. 

Ana all the number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accompli (lit without contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft ; 

Apeake to his g<?ntle hearing kind commends : 

We doe debafe ourfelues ( Coofin) do wee not 1 
To looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire 
Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo die ? 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fight with gentle wor- 
Till time lend friends, and friends their laelpfull f\vor^ : 

King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of w® 
That laid the fentence of dread banilhmcnt 
On you proud man, fliould take it off againe, 

With words of footh ! Oh that I were as great, 



As is my griefe, or lefier then my name I 
Or that 1 could forget what I haue been 1 
Or not remember what I muft be now ! 

Swell'ft thou (proud heart , ) Ilegiuctheefcopetobear, 
Since foes haue (cope to beat both thee and mce« 

Aum. Northumberland comes backe from Bttllingbrookg * 
Kmg. What muft the King do now ? muft he mbmit ? 
The King (hall do it : Muft he be depofde ? 

The King (hall be contented : Muff he loofe 
The name of a King i a Gods name let it goe : 

He giue my jewels for a fet ofBeades ! 

My gorgeousPallace,for a Hermitage: 

. My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gowne : 

My figurde Goblets, for a difti of Wood i 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffc: 

My Subiefls, for a payre of carued Saints : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Craue; 

Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGraue, 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubiefts feet e 
May hourely trample on their Soucraignes head ; 

For on my heart they tread now w hilft I liue 
And buried once, why not vpon my head i 
Aumerl ?,thou weepetl(my tender-hearted Coofin) 
Weele make foule weather with defpifed teares j 
Our fighes, and they, (hall lodge the fummer cornc, 
And make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or (hall we play the wantons with our woes, 
Andmakefome pretty match with (headingteares. 
And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

T ill they haue fretted vs a paire of Graues 
Within the earth: and therein layde 5 their lies 
.Two kinfmen dig'd their Graues with weeping eyes ? 

W ould not this ill doe well ? well well 1 fee, 

I talke but idlely, and you laugh at mee. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King Bullmghrooke , will his Maieftie 
Giue Richardlesuic toliue till Richard did 
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You make aleggejand Bullingbrookc fayesl* 

North, My Lord, in the bafe court he doth attend, 
To fneakcwith you : may it pleafe you to come downe. 
Km. Downs, downe 1 come* like glulermg Phaeton, 
Wanting the ir.annagdot-vn.ruly lades. 

In the bafe court, bale cour t where Kings grow bate, 

To come at Tray tors calles, and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come do \ne: downe court, downe King 
For night-owles Ihreeke where mount inglarks iliould ling 
Bvll, What fayes his Maieftie ? 

North. Sorrow and griefe of heart. 

Makes him fpeakefonaly like a franticke man . 

Yet he is come. 

Bull. S tand all apart, • , , . 

And fhew tairedutie to his Maieftie : He kneelesdmx, 

My gracious Lord. • • 

King. Faire Coofin you debafe your Princely knee, 
To make the bafe earth proud withkiffingit : 
Merather had my heart mightfeeleyourloue. 

Then my vnpleafed eye lee your curteue: 

Vp Coofin vp, your heart is vp 1 know. 

Thus high at lead, although your knee below. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, 1 come but for mine own 
Kino. Your owneisyours, and 1 am yours and all. 
Bull. So farre be mine, my mod redoubted Lord, 
Asuiyt ue leruice fHalldeferue your loue. 

King. Well you defer ue: they well deferue to haue, 

That know the ftrong'ft andfureft way to get. ■ 
Vnckle,giue me vour hands ; nay dry your eyes, 
Tearcsftiew their louei but want their remedies. 
Coolin,! am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Heyre; 

What you willhaue, Ilegiue, and willing too i. 

For doewe mud, what force will haue vs do : 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it fo J ^ 

Bull. Yeamy good Lord. 

K ing. Then I rnuft not fay no. 



Jc nterthe guennemth her attendants, 
gue. What fport ihall we deuite heere in this garden. 
To ariue away tnehcauie thought of care l 
Lady. Madam weele play at bowles. 
gue. T willmake me thinke the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the bias* 

Lady. Madam weele daunce. 

gue. My legs can keepeno meafure in delight. 

When my poore heart no meafure keepes in gnefe i 
Therefore no daunctng girle,fon46 other fport. 

Lady. Madam weeletell tales, 

gue. Offorrow or of griefef 

Lady , Of either Madam. 

glue. Of neither girle, *. 

For if of ioy, being altogither wanting, 

I: doth remember me the more of forrow : 

Or if of griefe,beingaltogitherfadd. 

It addes more fdrrow to my want of ioyt 
Forwhat i haue Ineedenottorepeate, 

And what I want it bootes not to compiainc. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

guy. T is well that thou haft caufe, 

Blit thou fliouldft pleafe me better wouldft thou weepc. 
Lady , I could weepe Madam, woulu it do you good. 
guee. And Icould fing would weep.ng do me good. 
And ncuer borow any teare of thee. 

But ftay, heere commeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the fliadow ofthefetrees. 

My wretchedneife vnto a row of pines. 

They will talkc of ftate, for euery one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe, 

Ent er Gardiners. 

WrttV,?° e b ‘" d tI u°, l l Vp yon dan £ Iin S Apricockcs, 
Wi ich like vnruiy children make their fire 

«toope with oppteffion of their prod.gall weight J 

G.uc feme fupportance to the bending twms § 

Gue thou, and like an executioner h ° 

Gz Cut 
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Cut off the heads of two faft growing fprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 
Allmuft be euen in ourgouerment. 

You thus imployde, 1 will goc roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fucke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why fiiould we in the compaiTe of aPale, 
Keepe law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modellourfirmceftate, 

When our lea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes j her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 
Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde. 

Her Knots difordered,and her holefomeHearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffred this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafc : 

The Weedes that his broadefpreadingLeauesdidllicliii 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp, 
Arepuld vp, roote and all, by Bnllingbrooke: 

I meanetheEarlcofJT//r/&»r,Bulhie, Greene, 
c JMan. What, are they dead 2 ^ : j| 

Gard. They are. 

And Bnllingbrooke hath feizd the wall full King. 

Oh what pittic it is, that he had not fo trimde 
And dreft his Land ; as we this Garden, at time of yw 
Do wound the barke, the skinne of our fruit trees, 
Lead being ouer-proud w»th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

T hey might haue liude to bcare, and he to tafle 
Their fruites ofduetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppeaway, that bearing boughes may line: 
Had he done lo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte ofidle houres hath quite thro wne down'- 
Man. What , thinke you the King fliall be depot® 
gard, Depreft he is already, and dcpofde 
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T ’is, doubt he will be. Letters camelaft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Torkes, 

That tell blacke tidinges. 

Queen. Oh! 1 amprell to death through want offpcaking 
Thou old Adams likenes fet to dreife this G arden. 

How dares thy harlh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What Ene i What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, ( newesj 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man i 
Why doft thoufay KingRichardis depofdc? 

Darlt thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall ! Say, where, when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges ? fpeake thou wretch? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yet what 1 fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of "Bnllingbrooke i their fortunes both are weyde. 

In your Lo. fcalc, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the ballance of great Bulltngbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifii Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes KingRickarddownt. 
Poll you to London, and you will finde it fo ; 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

JHueen. Nimble Mifchaunce,that art fo light of foote, 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it ! Oh thou thinkei! 

Toferue melaft,that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come Ladyes, goe 
To meete at London, Londons King in woe. 

What, was I borne to this, that my fadd looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullin^brookel 
Gardner, for telling me thefenewes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Sxit 
Gard. Poore Queene, fo that thy Rate might be no worfe 
I would my skill were fubied to thy curfe , 

Heere did (he drop a teare,hecre in this place, 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbe-of-grace ? 

G 3 Rew, 





Rew, eucn for Ruth) heere (hortly Hull be fecne> 

In remembrance. of a weeping Queene. Extm 

Enter Bullingbrooke, Aumerle , and others . 

Bull, Call) foorth Bagot. . Enter Bm 

Now Bagot) freely fpeake thy mind, * ' 

What thou doft know ofnoble Glocefters death, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who pcrformdc 
The Bloodie office ofhis timeleffe end? 

‘Bagot. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle 
Bull, Coo'Cn, hand foorth, andlookeypon thatman, 
EagotU My Lord Aumerle 1 know your daring 'tongue, 
Scornes to vnfay what once it hath deliuercd : 

In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted, 

I heard you J&ju Is not my arme of length. 

That rcacheth from the.reft^ull Engliffi court 
As farreas Calliceto mine Vnckles head > 

Amongft rriuch otlier talke, that Y?ry time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather ,rcfbfe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

T hen Bu/hughroel^sfcixmie to England, addingfwitfiall, 
How bleft this land would be inthisyour Coofins death. 

<tAum, Princes, and noble Lords, 

What anftvere flidll.make.to this jb afe man ?, 
MwlUfo muqh di ffionour my fa^arres, , ! 

On equalltearmes to giup him chafticement f 
Either I muft, or haue mine Honour foyld 
With the attainder ofhis flaunderouslips i 
There is my gage, the manuail feale of death, 

That marked; thee out for Hell .• thculicft. 

And will niaintaine what thou haft fayd, is falfe, - 
In thy heart blood, though beingall too bafe 
Toftainethetemperofmy knightly Sword, 

Bull Bagot, forbeare, thou (hale not take it vp. 

Exceptingone,! would he were the bell 
In all this prefence, that hath mooud mefo. 

Eitz. If that thy valour ftand on fimpatbie. 

There ismy gagg Aumerle, in gager o thine ; , 
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By that faire Sunne that ffiewes me where thou ftandff f 
I heard thee lay, and vauntingly thou fpakft ft. 

That thou wert t;aufe ofnoble Glocefters death : 

If thou denieft it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

And I will turne thy fallhood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged, with my Rapiers poynf. 
isfum. Thou dafft not (coward) hue I to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now by my foule, I would it were this houre. 
Aunt. Fitzxvaters, thou art damnd'to hell for this, 

L. Ter. Aumerle, thou lieft.hishonour is as true? 

In this appeale, as thou art all vniuft. 

And that thou art lb, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extreameft poynt 
Of mortall breathi ng, feize it if thou dar'ft. 

<sAum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off. 

And neuer brandifh more reuengef ull fteele 
Ouer the glittering helmet ofroy foe. 

Another L. I take the earth to the like(forfwone Aumerk f ) 
And fpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous eare 
From iinne to iinne : there is my honours pawne* 

Ingage it to the try all if thou darft. 

Aunt. Who fees me elfe ?by heauen He throw at 4 U, 
Ihauc a thoufand fpirits in one breaft. 

To aniwere twenty thoufand fuch as you, 

Sur. My Lord Fitzwater,. I do remember well 
The verie time Aumer/enadyou did talke, 

Fttz. Tis very true, you were in prefene then, 

Andyou can witneife with me this is true. 



Fitz. vSurrie,thoulieft. (fivord 

Sur. Dif lonorablc boy»that ly flulliyfoheauieQn my 
1 hat it mall render vengeance ao.d reuenge " 

Till thou thelie-giuer,.and thatlie do lie, & 

| Li earth as quiet as thy Fathers icull,' 

Inproofewhereofthereismy honours pavsne - - •, . 
Ingage it to the tryall if thou darft, V 




The TrAgedte of 

fttz t How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfc, 

If I dare eatc, or drinke, or breath, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a WildernelTe, 

Andfpitvpon himwhilft I fay he lyes, 
Andlyes,andlyes : there is my bond of Fayth, 

To tie thee to my ftrong correction : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie of my true appeale. 

Bcfides , I heare thebaniihed Norjfe/kcCay : 

Th at thou Aumerle did ft fend two of t hy men 
To execute the noble Duke o f Calicc. 

cAttm. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gage, 
ThttNorfolkeXycs, heere do I throw downethis, , 

If he may be repeald to try his honour l 
Bull, Thefe differences lhall all reft vnder gage , 
TiUNorfolkebc repeald, repeald he (hall be. 

And Though mine enemie,rcftor'd againe 
To all his Lands and Signories {when he is return'd , 
Againft e Aumerle we will inforce his trialh 

C^rl, That honorable day (hall ncuer be feene : 

Many a time hath banilhtNorfolke fought 

Tor Iefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field, 

Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian crolfc, , 

Againft blackc Pagans,Tnrkes,andSaracens, 

And toyld with workes ofWarre, retir'd himleuc 

To Italy, and there at Venice gaue 

His Body toa plcafant countries earth. 

And his pure foule vnto his CaptaineChrift, 

V nder whole colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull, Why Biftiop, is Norfolk? dead ! 

Curl, As fure aslliue,my Lord, 

Bull. Sweet peece conduct his fweet foule to the boion 
Ofoood old Abraham : Lords appellants. 

Your differences (hall all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dayes of triall. 

EnterTorke, 

Torke. Great Duke ofLancafter, I come to thee, ^ 



Richard the Sicoht*. 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Hcire,andhishigh Scepter yeclds 
To the polTcflion of thy roy aUhand ; 



Afcend his Throne, defcendmgnow from him. 

And long liue Henrie, fourth of thatnamc. 

Bui, In Gods name, lie afcend the Regall throne. 

Curl. Mary God forbid. 

Word in this Royall prefence I mayfpeake : 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeakc the truth : 

Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Were enough noble to be vpright Iudge 
Of noble 'Rickard Then true noblenelfe would 

Learne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 

Whatfubied can giuefentenceon his King? 
Andwhoiits heere that is not Richards fubied l 
Theeues are not iudged, but they are by to heare, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And (hall the figure of Gods Maieftic, 

His Captaine, Stcward,deputie, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, Ranted many y eares. 

Be iudg'd by fubied and inferior breath, 

And he himfelfe not prefent ? Oh forfend it God, 
That in a Chriftian Climate foulcs refinde, 

Should (hew fo hainous blacke obfcenc a deedc. 

I fpeakc to fubieds, and a fubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

MyLord of Herefordhata whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitor to proud HerefordsKmg, 

And if youCrowne him, let me prophelie. 

The blood of Englilh (hall manure theground, 
And future ages groane for his foule ad. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And inthis featcof peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, andkind with kind confound i 
Diforder, horror, feare and mutinie, 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald 
Thcfield of Golgotha and dead mens skuls. 

H 











YAgedteo, 

Ohifyouraifethishoufeagainfthis houfe, 
Itwillthewofulleft diuifion prooue, 

Thateuerfellvpon thiscurled earth: 

Prcuent it, refid it, and let it not be fo. 

Lead child? childs children die againdyouwoe. 

North. Well haue you argued fir, and for your paines, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arrett you here:- 
MyLordof Wedminfter,beityourchargc, 
Tokeepehimfafely till his day oftriall. s A A 
/ May it pleafe you Lords, tograunt the common fuitc, 
Fetich hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender, fo we lliall proceed without fufpition. 
Yorke. 1 will be his conduct, 

BhL Lords, youthat are here* are vnder our arreft. 
Procure your Sureties for your daies of anfwcre j 
Little are we- beholding to yourloue. 

And little lookeforat your helping hands. 

Enter King Richard 

'Rich. Alackc why am ] fent for to a King, 

Before I haue lh.ooke off theregall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd ; I hardlie yet hauelearnt 
T o infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giue fbrrow leauc a while to tutor me to this fubmiffion i 
Y et I well remember the fauours of thefe men. 

Were they not mine ? did they not fometimes crie alhaile 
Tome? fo Judas did to Chrift ; but he intwelue, 
Found truth in allbut one ; 1 in tweluethoufand nonet 
God faue the King,\vill no man fay Amen : 

Am I both Pried and Clarke ; well then, Amen*. 

God faue the King, although I be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thinke him mec : 

To do what feruiceam I fent for hither : 

Tor he. To do that offlee of thine ownegood will,. 
Which tired.Maiedie did make thee offer ; 

The refignation of thy-Statc and Crowne 
To Harry Rullingbrookg,. 

Rich.. Scaze the Crowne. 



Heere Coofin, on this fide my hand, & on that fide yourt. 
NoW is this golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other. 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

T heother downe vnfeene, and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of teares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe, whild you mount vp onhigh. 

Bnl. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne ? 

Rtc. My Crowne I am, but dill my griefes are mine i 
You may my Glories and my State depofc. 

But not my Griefes, dill am I King of thofe. _ 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crown. 
Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not plucke my cares down: 
My carets lolfe of care, by old care done. 

Your care is gaine of care by new care won .• 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowue,yet dill with me they day. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne i 
Rich. I, no no I j for, I mud nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 

N ow marke me how I will v ndoe my felfe .* 

I giue this heauiewaight from off my head. 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my f^cred date. 

With mine owne breath releafeall du ties rites,. 

All pompe and Maiedie I doe forlweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoe, 

My A<des,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : 

God pardon -all Oathcs that are broke tome, 

God tceepe all Vovwes vnbroke thatlwcareto theef 
Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud, 

And thou with all. pleafd, that had all atcliieud : 

Long mayd thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foonelie Richard in an earthly pit : 

He 
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God faue King Kwryvnkingd Richard hies. 

And fend him many yeeres of Sun- fhinesdaies.. 
What more remaines? 

North. Nomore,butthatyou read 
Thefe acculations, andthcfe grieuous crimes, 
Commitredby your perfon, and your followers, 
Again ft theft ate and profuse ofthis Land j 
That by coiffefting them, the Ibuies of men 
May deeiaie that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mu ft i doe fo ? and mull Irauellout 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland i 
if thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not lhame thee in lb faire a troope, 

To read alc<ftureofthem,ifthou wouldft. 

There Ihouldft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depollng ofaKing, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
Marktwith ablot, daend inthe booke of heauen : 

N ay of you that Hand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchedneile doth bate myielfe ; 
Though fome of you (with update) wadi your 
Shewing an outward pittic,yetyou>Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered meto my fowre 
And water cannot walh away your linne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, read ore thefe 

Rich. Mine eyes arc full of tearcs, I cannot fee 
And yet fait water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I tur ne mine eies vpon my felfc, 

1 find my felfc a Traitor with there!! ; 

For 1 haue giuenheremy foules confent 
Tovndecke the pompous body of aKing ; 

Made gloriebacc, and Soueraigntie a flauej 
ProudMaieftieafubieft, Stateapeafanr. 

North. My Lord 

Rich. No Lord ofthine, thou haughtinfuliingman, 
Nor no mans Lord j I haue noname, no title; 









L on0t that name was giuen me at the Font, 
f fiuttis vftirpt 5 alackethe heawici^y 
That 1 haue wome fo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe, 

0 that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbroo ke, 

■ a melt my felfeaway in water drops. 

'Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good; 

And if my name be llarling,yet in England 
Let it command amirrourhither ftraite 
That it may Ihcw me whata face l haue, 
Sinceitisbanckrout of his Maieftie. 

! * % u i. Go (bmc of you and fetch alooking-glalfc, 

North. ReadorethispaperwhiletheGlalfe doth come, 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I come to Hell. 

Bui. Vrge it no more,my Lord Northumberland. 

; North. The commons will not then he fatisfted. 

| Rich. They fl^^^Catisfied, lie read enoug^,v 

s When I doe fee the vcryBooke indeed. 

iVhere all my fmnes are writ, and that’s my felfe, 

Jiue me the glalfe : no deeper wn nkles yet ? 

Hath forrovv ftroke fo ipauy blowes vpon this 
face of mine, and madepo deeper wounds? 
OhflatteringGlaire,liketomyflcdlowersTn prolpetitiel: 
[Was thisthe face thatcuery day vnder his 
(Houlhold roofe did keepe ten thoufand men ? 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 
tAndwasat laft outfaaft by Bullingbraat-el 
A brittle Glorie ftiineth iii this face. 

As brittleas the Glprie is the face, 

|or there it iscrackt in a hundred Ihiuersr 
'MarkefilentKing the morall ofthis fpor, 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyd my face. 

!*?«/. The ihadow ofyour forrow hath deftroyd 
f The (hadow of your face. 

{.Rich. Say that againe : the ftiadpw of my forrow; 

Ha lets fee : tis very true , my griefe 
[ H j Lies 










The Tragec 



he 






Lies all within, and thefe external! manners 
Of laments are mcerely (hadowes to the vnfecne, 
Griefethat Iwells with filcnce in the tortured i'oulc : 
And 1 thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Mecaufeto waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: Ilebeggeoneboone, 

And thenbe gone, and trouble you no more, 

Bull, Name it faire Coofin. 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then aKing: 

• a • /I . i i. kiuf,.! ' 
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Enter gufene, vnth her Attendants. 

'Chitene, T his way the King will come, this is the way 
Y[oRilm C^fars ill eredted Tower, ' 

Jowhofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
s doomde a Prifoner by proud Bullmgbrooke. 
deere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
iaue any retting for her trueKings Qneenc,' 

Enter Richard, 

Butfoft, but fee, or rather, do not fee, 



■fk. 
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kick , raire^ouicjwii^ t — y 

For when I was a king,my flatterers were then butfubieS My faire Rofe wither : yet lookeyp, behold 
•r* • T u*«i * * in o heere * ti,^ trrvn in nifHemav dilfolue to deaw* 



Being now afubieft, I haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer; beingf© great, I haue no need to beg, 
Bui, Yetaske. 

Rtch. And (hall I haue it? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich , Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither ? ■ . „ , 

Sic. WHither you will, fol were fromyourfights, 
Bui. Goefomeof you conuay him to the tower. 
Rich. O good conuay.conuayers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings tall. . 

Bui. On Wadnefday nextwefolemnely fetdowne. 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare yourfelues. 
Exeunt, Manet Wefi. Carleill, burner le. 
.Abbot A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld, 
Car, T he woe’s t© come ; the children yet vnbomtt 
Shall feele this day as (harpe to them as thornc. 

*4um. You holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realme of this pemitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heercin, 
You flull not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, but alfo to ettett 

What euerl fliallhappento deuiie: ^ 

I fee your browes are full of difconte , ^ 

Your heart of forrow, and your e ws f 

Oome home with me to fupper, He lay a p ^ 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day 






Thatyou in pittiemay dilfolue to deaw. 

And walk himfrelh againe with jruc loue teares., 

Ah thou the mode 11 where old Troy did (land ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, tKou King Richards toombe?. 
And noticing Richard ; thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fhould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman,, do notfq, 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foule, 

To thinke our former ftate a happy dreame, 
•Fromwhichawaktjthe truth ofwhat weare, , 

Shewes vs but this : Tam fworne (brother fweete)- . 

To grimme N eceflitie, and lie and I 

Will keepe aleague till death. Hie thee to Frauce t 

And cloyfter thee mfome religious houfe: 

Our holy Hues mutt winne'a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe* 

Quecne, What is my Richard both in fliape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bulhngbroeke 
Depofd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufleth foorth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd-, and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy corre&ien, mildly kifle the rodde. 

And fawne on Rage with bace humilitie, 

Which art aLyonvand a King of beafts? 

King. A King of beafts indeed, if aught but beaft. 











Tbi Tragcdie of 
1 had been dill a hippy kiilgofmeh. 
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Thinkel am dead, and that eueh hderc thou takeft 
As from my death-bed my lalt liuingleauc. 

In winters tedieus nights fit by the fire 
With good old folkes,and lettiiein tell thee tales 
Of woefull ages long ago'e betide. 



or 



And ere thou bid good to tjuite theirgriefe, 

T ell thou the lamentable taleof me, 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenceleife brands will fimpathy 
The hcauy accent of thy fnobuing tongue, 

Andin compaffion weSpe the fire out ; 

AM fohVe Will mourne inalhes, fome cole blacke, 
For the depofing ofa rightfull King. 

Enter Noj-hthumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of Pultingbroekt is 
YouWlhftto Pomfrct, notvntothe Tower. 

And Madam, there is order tanefbrybu. 

With all fwift (peed you mull away to France. . 

King. Northttmbirhujd, thou ladder wherewithall 
The mounting ‘Bultihgbroeke afeends nly throne. 
The time fhallnot be fnanyhoures of age 
More thenftis, ercfoule finnegathering head, 
Shall breakeintocorruption, thou Jflialt thinke, 
Though he deuide the Realm e, and giue thee halfe, 
R fs tftb’ little, ‘helping him to all; 

He ! fHallth : inke, that thou which knowft the way 
To plantvrirightfullKings,willknowagaine, 
Bceing nerefo little vrgd another way, 

T o plucke him headlong ft om the v furped throne, 
•Thelouc of wicked men conuerts to fearc, 

That fcare,to hate; add hate turnes one or both 
T o worthy danger and deferued death . 

North . My guilt be on my head, and rhercanend* 
T akc leaue and part, for you multpart foorthwith. 

Kidg. Doubly diuorc't, (badmen,) you Violate 



A twofold manage, betwixt my Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Letme vnkiffe the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kitTe t’was made, 

Part vs Northumberland, I towards the North} 

Where fhiuering cold andflckeneiTe pines the clime: 

My Wife to France, from whence fetfootth in pompe. 

She came adorned hither, like fwcete May, 
SentbackclikeHollowmasjor fhortft of day* 

Quee. And mull: webedeuided ! muft we part? 

’ Kf»g. I, hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 

Queen, Baniih vs both, and fend the King with me. 

King. That were fome loue, but little policie. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me goc. 

King. So two togither weeping, make one woe$ 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee here. 

Better farie offthen neerc be neare theneere} 

Goe count thy way with fighes, I mine with groanes. • 

Queen. Solongcffcway lhall haue the longeft moanes. 

King. Twifeforone ftep lie grone, theway being fhort. 
And peece the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come, come, in wooing forrow lets be briefe, 
Sinceweddingit, there is fuch length in griefe: 

One kilTe (hall ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, 
Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Qneen. Giue me my owne againe,twereno good part, 
To take on me to keepe, andkill thy heart. 

So bow I haueinine owne againc, be gone, 

That I may (trine to kill it with a groane. 

King. W c make W oe wanton with this fond delay, 
Oncemore adew, the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofYorke and theDuicheffe . 

'Qut. My Lord, you told vai you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the (lory 
Of our two Coofins comniing into London. 

Yorkc, Where did I leaue ? 

Date. At that fad (lop my Lord, 

J Where 






7 he Tr age ate of 

Where rude inifgouernd hands from windowes tops. 
Threw dull and rubbifli on King Richardshczi. 

Torke. Then fas I (aid) the Duke great Bullingbrookf, 
Mounted vponahote andfierie deede. 

Which his aipiring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride, God laue the Bullingbrookg t 
You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old. 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage, and that allthe Walles, 

With painted imagery had faydatonce, 

Icfu preferue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whild he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Bcfpakethem thus, I thanke you Countrymen: 

And thus dill doing, thus he pad along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard , where rides he the whilfti 
Torke. As in a Theaterthe eyes of men. 

After a well graced A<flor leaucs the Stage,. 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt menseyes 
Did fcoule on gentle Richard , no man cried Godfauehins 

No ioyfulLtonguegauehimhiswelcomehome, 

But dud was thrownev pon his (acred head j 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he ftiooke off, 

His face dill combating with teares and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience^ 

That had not God forfome drong purpofe decld 
The hearts of men, they mud perforce haue melted, 
AndBarbarifmcitfelfehauepittied him: 

Buthcauen hath a hand in thefe euents, 

T o whofe high will we bound our calme contents, 

T o 'Bullingbropke are we fivorne fubiefl now, 

Whofe date and honour I for aye allow. . 

;• Dut. Hecre comes my ionne Aumerlc, {£nt< ri g. 
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Torke- Aumerlc that was, 

But that i$lod,for being Richards friend 
And Madam, you mud call him Rutland now : 

I am in Paliament pledge for his trueth 
And lading fealtie to the new made King, 

Dpt. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violets now , 
That drew the greene lappe of the new-come fpring. 

Aum. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowesl had as liefe be noneasone. 

Torke. Well, bcare you well in this new (pringoftime. 
Lead you be cropt before youcome to prime. 

What newes from Oxford? do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
isium. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Torke, You will be there I know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent not Ipurpofe (b. 

Torke. What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea, lookd thou pale ? let me (ee the writting. 

Aum. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who feci t, 

I willbefatiffied, let mee fee the writting. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of (mall confequcnce, 

Whfch for fome reafons I would not haue fecnc. 

Torke. Which for fome reafons f fir) ImeanetofeC. 
Ifeare,Ifeare. . 

Dut. What (hould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome band that he is entredinto 
For gay apparrell againd the triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foolej 
Boy, let me feethc writting. 

Aum. Ido befeech you. pardon me, I may not (hew it, 
Torke. 1 will befatiffiedjlet me fee it, I (ay j. 

He phekes ft out of his bofome .and reads if, 

i i ealon,Fouletreafont villaine,traytor, flaue. 

Dut. What is the matter, my Lord ? ’ 

• 7orke, Ho, who is within there? faddleniyhorfc: 

1 * God 




God for his mercy ! what Trechery is heere i 
Dh. Why, what is it my Lord? 1 

Torke. Giue me my bootes I fay, fadle my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, my. Life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Dh. What is the matter ? 

Torke . Peace foLlh woman. 

Dnte. 1 will noc peace, what is the matter Aumerlel 
Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life mull anfwere. 

Duck T by life anfwere / 

Torke. Bring (lie my bootes, I will vntotheKing. 

His man enters mth his bootes. 

Dh. Strike him Aumerle. poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine neucr more come in my light. 

Torke. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Dh. Why Vorke, what wilt thou do/ 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpalfe of thine owne ? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like to hauc / 

Is not my reeming date drunke vp with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age, 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee? is he not thine owne? 

Torke. Thou fond madwoman. 

Wile thou conceale this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament , 
And interchangeably fet dovvne their hands, 

T o kill the King at Oxford. £ 

Du. He (hall be none , weele keepe himhecre, 

Then what is that to him/ 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twenty times my fon, 
I would appeach him. 

Dh. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done, 
Thou wouldft be more pitiful! : 

But now I know thy mind, thou doft fufpeft 
That I haue beene difloyall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne.;. 

Sweet* 




Sweete Yorke, fweete husband be not ofthat mind, 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like me or any of mykinne, 

Andyetllouehtm. 

Torke . Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

Dh After Aumcrle : mount thee vpon his horfe. 

Spur, poll, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fail as Yorke,, 

And neuer will I rife vp from the ground. 

Till Bullmgbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone. 
Enter the King mth his Nobles • 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vnthriftie fonne i 
Tis full three months iince I did fe him laft ; 

If any plague hang oner vs,tis hec 5 . 

I would to god my Lords, he might be found t 
Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there,. 

For there they fay, he dayly doth frequent, 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, 

Euen fuefa (they fay ) as fland in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch.and robbe our pallengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes on the point of honor to fupportfo dilfolute a crew 

H. Per. My Lord, fome two dates fince I faw the Prince 
And told him of thole tri urnphs held at Oxford. 

King. And what fetid the Gallant? 

Percie. His anfwere was, he would to the ftewes, 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue. 

And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
Hewould vnhorfe theluftieft Challenger. 

KingH. Asdilfolute as defperate, yet through both 
I fee fome fparkles of better hope, which elder y cares 
May hap'tly bring forth. But who comes heere / 

Enter burner le amaxued. 

tsinm. Where is thcKing/ (fo wildly/ 

KingH* What meanes our coofm that he ftar<^ &. looks 
l 3 Atm 



The TrageeUecf 

Aum. God faueyour Grace* I do befecch yourMaicfty 
To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues, and leaue vs here alone; 
What is the matter with our Coolinnow? 

Aum. For euermay my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nlelle a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

King. Intended.or committed, was this fault? 

Ifon the firft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

Aum. T hen giue me leaue that I may turne the Key, 
T hat no man enter till my talc be done. 

King. Haue thy d dire. 

'The ’Duke of T vrke knocks ut the do ore and ergeih, 

Torke « My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
Thouhaft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. ViUaine, ile make thee fafe. 

Ah. Stay thy reaengefull hand,thou haft no caufetofeare 

Torke. Open the doore, fecurcfoole, hardy King: 
Shall 1 for louefpeaketreafon to thy face ? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open * 

King. What is the matter vnckle,fpeake, recouer breath, 
Tell vsj how neere is danger. 

That we may arme vs to encounter it ? 

Torke. Perule this writing here ,and thou (halt know, 
Thetreafon that my haft forbids me fhow. 

Am. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promifepaft* 

1 doe repent me,readenotmy name there, 

My heart is not confederate withmy hand. 

Torke. It was ( villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe: 

I tore it from the traitors bofome (King) 

Feave,and nos loue, begets hispenitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pittyprooue 
A ferpent, that will ftingthee totnee heart* 

King. O heynous, ftrong>and boldconfpiracie) 

© loyall father of a treacherous fonne 1 
Thou Iheere immaculate and ftluer Fountaine, 



We Secant. 

From whence this ftreame through muddie paflages 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfclfc: 

Thy ouetflow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodhelfe lhall excufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Torke. So Hi all my V ertue, be his V ices baude. 

And he lhall fpend mine honor, with hisfhame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their fcrapingFathers Gold : 

Mine honour litres when his dilhonour dies. 

Or my flumdelife in his-dilhonor lies 
Thou killl me in his life giuing him breath. 

The traitor liues, the true man’s put to death* 

Butch. What ho, my Liege for Gods fake let me in# 

King, Whatlhrillvoyc'd luppliant makes this eger cry l 
Bute. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis I, 

Speake with me, pittie me, open the doore, 

ABeggor begs, that neuer begd before. 

King, Ourfcene. is altered from a ferious thing, 
Andncwchangde to the Beggar atubthe King; 

My dangerous Coofin, letyotir Mother in, 

Iknowlhe is come, to pray for your foulefinnc*. 

Torke. If thou do pardon whefoeuerpray. 

More fmcas for this forgiuenes, profper may i 
Thisfeftred ioynt cutoff, thcreft reft found,. 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound. 

But. Oh King, beleeue not this hard-harted man x ? 

Loue louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Torke. Thou franticke woman,what doft thoamakehere?: 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traytor reare ? 

T)ut. Sweete Yorke.be patient* heare me gentle Liege, . 
KkgH. Rife vp good Aunt, 

But. Notyetltheebefeech, 
for eucr will I walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy * vntill thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoningRutland,my tranfgreffing boy;. 

Am. Vnte my mothers praiers L bend my knee;. 

Turk*, i 




Tor he, Againft them both my true ioyhts bended be, 
lllmayft thou thriu'c-if thou graunt any grace.' 

Dutc, Plead es he in earned ? lookevpon his face; 
His eyes do drop no teares, his prayers are in ieft, 

His words do comefrom his mouth, ours from our bread- 
Heprayes but faintly, and would bedenide. 

We pray with heart and foule, and all bcfide; 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know. 

Our knees ftill kneele till to the ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of falfe hypocryfie. 

Ours of true zealeand dcepe integritie : 

Our prayers doc out-pray his, then let themhaue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue« 

Xing. Good Aunt (land v p. 

Dutc. N ay , doc not fay, Hand vp; 

Say pardon firft,and afterwards ftand vp, 

And ifl were thy nurfcthy tongue to teach. 

Pardon (houldcethefirft word of thy (peach; 

I neuerlongd td hear 23 word tillnow, " 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach the how; 

The word is ihort, but not fo fhort AS fweetc; 

No word like Pardon for Kings mouth? s fo nieete. 
Torke. Speakeitin French, King fay, Tartictmemo]* 
Dutc.lDoft thou teach pardon? pardon to de(lro7 : 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lord! 

That lets the word it felfe again ft the word} 

Speakc pardon as tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping Freneh we do not vnderftand ; 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tonguethere, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doe pierce, 
Pittie may mooue thee pardon r o rehearlc* 

KtngH. Goo.d Aunt ftand vp. 

Dutch. I doe not fueto ftand; 

Pardon is all the futel haue in hand. 

King, I pardon him as God fliall pardon me. 

Data O happy vantage ofa kneeling knee. ^ 



****™'-~™' Rtfbirdttii Semi, 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it againe j 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 

Cut makes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with all my heart. 

‘Dutch. A God on earth thou art. 

King. Butforourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of thatconforted crew, 

Deftrudion ftrait Ihall dog them at the heelcs, 

Good V nckle, helpe to order feu erall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefetraitours are. 

They ihall not liue within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and cooftn adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

( Dutc. Gome my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt . Manet Sir Pierce Ext on, &c. 

■Eww.Didft thou not marke the K. what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare i 
Was it not fo? 

Man. Thefe were his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not ? 

Man. He did. 

Exton. And (peaking it,hewiftlylookt on me, 

Aswho Ihould (ay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorce this ter roar from my heart. 

Meaning the Kingat Pomfret. Come, lets go, 

lam thcKings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone, 

’Rfch, I haue been ftudying howto compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the world? 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heet e is not a creature bat my felfe, 

1 can not do it ,*yer lie hammer it out: 

My hraine lie prooue the female to my foule} 

My toulethe father, and tbeletwo beget 
A generation of (Lll-brecdinc thoughts 5 yV»,. 
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And thefe faime thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world ; 

For no thought is contested the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuine are intermixt 

Withfcruples, and do fet the word is felfe 

Again ft thy word, as thus.-Comelittle ones,& then again® 

It is as hard to come as.far a Cammed 

T o thread the fmall pofterne of a fmall needles eye ; 

T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
V nlikelie wonders : how thefe vaine weake nayles 
May teare a palfage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flattgrtherafelues, 

That they are not the firft of.Fortunes llaues, 

Norihall not be the laft, like leely beggars; 

Who lifting in the Stockes,refnuge their lhame, 

That many haue, and others mult fit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indurdethe like. 

Thus play I in one Prjfon many people. 

And none contented 3 fometimes am I a King, 

Then Treafons make me wilh my felfe a Begger, 

Andfo I am : then crulhingPenurie 
Perfwadesme I was better when a King 5 
Then am I aKing againe,andbyand by, 

Thinke that I am ynkingd by Bullmgbrooke, 

And ftraightasn nothing. But what ere I be, 
NorI,noranyman,thatbutman is. 

With nothing, (ball be pleafde,till he bceafde 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare ; ' CMuficksfhieu 
Ha, ha, keepc time ; how fowre fweete Muficke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens liues : 

And heere haue I the daintincirc of care 
To checkc Time broke in difordcrcd firing?. 
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But for the concord ofmy date and time, 

Had not an earcto heare my true time broke: 

I walled T|ime, and now doth time waftc me : 
r For now hath time made his numbring clocke j 
My thoughts areminutes, and with fighesthey iarre, 

There watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch. 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfmg them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre it is, 

Aredamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 
Which is the Bell: foiighes, and Teares, and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Hourcs: butmy Time 
Runnes polling on in BftUwgbrooks proud ioy, 

Whilel Hand tooling heere his iackeofthe docket 
This Muficke maddes me, letitfoundno more. 

For though it hath holp madde men to their wits, 
Inmeitfeemesit will make wife men madde. 

Yet blefiing on h i s heart that giuesit me, 
Fort’isaligneofloue: andloucto Richard, 

Isa ftrangc brooch in this al-hatiog world. 

Enter a Groome of the Stable. 

Groome. Haile royall Prince. ' 

Rich. Thanks noble Peeret 
Thecheapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and howcommeft thoii hither. 

Where no man euercomcs but that fad Doggc, 

That brings me foode to make misfortune liue? 

Groome. I was a poore Groome of thy liable, King, 
When thou wert King t who trauelling towards Y orke. 
With much adoe ( at length ) haue gotten leau e 
To looke vpon myfometimes royall m aiders face : 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London llreets that Coronation day, 

Wbc Bullingbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

Tha* Horfc.that thou fo often haft bell ride, 

That Horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode heon Barbaric, tell me gentle friend* 

K t Host 















How w ent he ?nder him l 
Grocme. So proudlie, as if he difclaind the grownd 
Rtcb. So proud that Bulltngbrooke^ onhrs back,- 
That lade hath eate bread from my RoyaH hand 
This hand hath made him proud with clappinahk . 
Would he not ■ Rumble ? would he not fall dovvne t ' 
Since pride niuft haue a fall, and breakc thenecke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe i 
Forgiuenelfe Horfe, why do I ray le on thee ? 

Since thou created to be awde by man, 

Waft bometo beare,I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet I beare a burthen like an Afte, 

Spurde, galde, and tyrde by iauncing TSuBnebxooh < 
Keefer. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 
Rich* If thou louc niej tis time thou wert away, 
G’mr.What my tongue dares not, that my heart fhalllk 
Exit Groome. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fallto l 
Rich, Taft ofit firft, as thou wertwont to do. 

My Lord I dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from the King, commands thecoma* 
Rich, TheDeuilltake Henry of Lancafter and thee.; 
Patience is Itale, and lam wcarie of it. 

Keeper. Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

% he murderers rttflj in. 

Flow nowjwhatmeaiics Death in this nideallaulii 1 
Villame thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goq thou and fill another roome in Hell, 

Heere Exton ftrtkes him dome. 
flialifaufhe ih neucr-qUehcniiVg Br& 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton } thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blobd ftaind the kings Qwneliuiib 
Mount* mou n t my loule, thy^featc is vp on hie* 

Whilft my gsotfe fiefli finkes downeward heere to die. 

Exton. As toll ol valour, as of Royal! blood : 

Both haue I fpild $ Oh would the deed were good 1 
* or now the Dcuill that told me I did well* 

i •* ~ • Sty* 
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<ay» that this deed is chronicled ,n Hell % 
tL dead King to the liuingKing ile beare, 

Jake hence the reft,& giuethcmburiaUheere. 

Enter Bnllingbrookewith the Duke of "forks* 
vine. Kind VnckleXorke, the lateftnewes weheare* 

Is that the Rebels haue confumed with fire. 

Ourtowne Ciceter in Glocefterfhire-: 

But whether they be tane orllaine, we heare nOti 
Welcome my Lord, what is the newe-s ?■■ 

Enter Northumberland, 

North,. Eirft, to thy facrcd ftatewifh I all happin’eftej 

The next newes is, Ihaue to London fent 

The heads of Oxford, Salisburie, and Kent-; ; 

The manner of their taking may appeare- ' ' 

Atlarge difeourfed in this paper heere; ; 

King. We thanke thee gentlePercie for thy paines. 

And to thy worth will addc right worthy gaincs* , , 

Enter Lord FiiajWaters. \ ’ . ‘ ' V • * 

pint,, My Lord, 1 haue fromOxford fenttoLoadonV'/, 

The heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely j ' 

Two of the dangerousconforted Tray tors, ! 

ThatloughtatOxfordthydireouerthrow. 

King. Thy paines Eitzifliall not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well! wot* 

Enter Henrie Rercte, 

Per. T he graund confpirator Abbotof Weftminftcr, : 
With clogge of confidence and fowre melancholia,. 
Hathyeeldedvp his body totheGraue; 

But here is CW«71iuing, to abide 

Thy Kingly cioomc, and fentcnce of liis pride* 

King, parted, thisisyourdoome, 

Choofe out fome fccret place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life, 

Soasthouliu’tl in peace, die free from ftrife; 

Tor though mine enernie thou haft euerbeen,. 

*%h Iparkes of Honour in thee haue Iftcne*, 

K 3 UnU?: 







Extori mthtbf Coffin,, ■ 

ti i jr eat K ! n S’ within this Coffin I prcfent 

Thy buried fW? : hecrejH all breathlelfclus 

The ofc thy eneaiiefc 

Rtchardot Bureaux, by me hither brought 

a ? W< £* £ , x ^ K) * thankc thee not, for .thou hall wrouplif 
Adeede of daughter with thy fotall hand, ; . 5 

Vpon my head, and alhhis famous land. 

Fr°m your ownetnouth (my lo.)didIthisd{d 
v*® A hcyloue riot poyfon, that do poyfon need, 
Nor doe I thee, though I did wifli him dead; 
f hate the inurtherer 9 louehimmurthcred.- 
Tlieguilt of confcignce take thou for thy labour, 

but neither my good word* nor Princelie fanouct 
WithC^ gowanderthrough the Ihade of night, 

And neuer fliew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords, 1 proteft my fonlciafull of woe, v - 

Tha^pjp^d^^jd (princkforiietb tnakeipegrovv* 
Come mournc with ip&forwbatf doe lament; 

And puton fullen blackeincqntinent ; 

Pc makeavoyagetotheHolylarid, 

To walh tin's bfood off from my guiltiehand* 

March fadly after,grace my mournings hecre* 
an weeping after this vntimely Beere. 

iVllo'te ■ w; P : 4l ?iK« r 
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